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LETTER   XXXII. 

TO    OLIVIA. 

How  often,  since  the  commencement 
of  our  little  epistolary  intercourse,  have 
I  wished  for  the  herald  crow  of  King 
Marrhis!  how  much  oftener  for  the 
governor  otDamiettas  carrier  pigeon*! 
yet  oh,  how  much  oftener  still  for  the 
dove  of  Anacreon,  fittest  courier  for 
the  sweetest  employ  I  could  charge 

*  Tasso,  Canto  v. 
VOL.  II.  t 
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him  with  !  But  when  once  he  had  de- 
livered my  little  billet  to  thee,  my 
sweet  friend,  who  would  ensure  me 
his  return  ?  Oh  yes!  you  should  repay 
his  labour  by  caresses,  and  he  would 
return  to  me  for  a  new  task,  that  he 
might  obtain  from  thee  a  new  re- 
ward. 

I  find  it  extremely  difficult  to  me- 
nager  our  delicious  little  correspond- 
ence, or  to  find  a  safe  mode  of  con- 
veyance for  these  "  breathings  of  the 
heart ;"  and  I  have  been  all  this  day 
reconnoitring  the  fickle  intentions  of 

Lady  L ,  to  find  out  if  she  visits 

the  Abbey,  as  her  carriage  has  been 
ordered  and  countermanded  about 
twenty  times  since  breakfast,  in  order 
to  inclose  you  a  few  chit-chat  lines  in 
a  new  publication,  which  I  long  to 
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send  you  ;  but  despairing  of  her  rust- 
ing to  a  point  until 

"  Some  consequence  still  hanging  in  the  stars" 

f 

shall  determine  her  Ladyship's  weather- 
cock mind,  I  applied  to  the  gardener, 
who  1  found  was  sending  you  a  basket 
of  peaches,  and  who  promised  to  have 
my  packet  sent  at  the  same  time.  You 
will  find  in  it  a  drawing  for  Tusculum, 
and  an  imperfect  copy  of  Sarti's  last 
song,  which  I  have  executed  wretch- 
edly. How  could  Rousseau  earn  a 
livelihoodby  copying  music  ?  There  is 
but  one  person  on  earth  for  whom  I 
would  write  a  single  bar. 

Lord  and  Lady  L spend   to- 
morrow with  those  formal  mechanical 

creatures  the  F s,  whom  I  dislike, 

u  2 
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as  theologists  say  \ve  should  love  Hea- 
ven, "  with  all  my  soul,  with  all  my 
mind,  and  with  all  my  strength ;" — 
will  you  suffer  me  to  enjoy  it,  not  to 
spend  it,  at  the  Abbey,  where  alone 

I  can 

• 

44  Far  vita 

Conforme  a  le  mie  voglie. 
Oh  !  vera  vita  !" 

How  I  shall  long  to  hear  your  deci- 
sion !  Would  that  I  could  seat  the 
gardener's  boy  in  Friar  Bacon's  flying 
chair  ;  and  yet,  if  he  brings  me  your 
refusal,  I  shall  think  he  returns  too 
soon. 

I  could  not  help  observing,  in  my 

walk  home  yesterday  from  the  Abbey, 

*  that,  though  I  made  a  circuit  of  two 

unnecessary  miles,  and  went  round  by 
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the  park,  though  I  paused  and  loitered 
over  every  step,  busied,  pleasingly  bu- 
sied, in  taking  down,  in  a  kind  of  men- 
tal short-hand,  all  you  said,  and  look- 
ed, and  did,  yet  I  found  myself  almost 
at  the  Castle  before  I  thought  I  had 
got  half  way  ;  and  yet,  when  I  was 
going  to  you  in  the  morning,  though 
I  almost  fievv  across  the  fields,  still 

"  Every  step  seem'd  lengthen* d  as  I  went  j" 

and  the  goal  of  my  impatient  wishes  to 
recede,  as  I  approached  it! 

This  almost  reconciles  me  to  the 
immaterial  system  of  Berkley,  that 
"  nothing  is,  but  thinking  makes  it  so" 
Astronomers  say  that  the  planets  re- 
cede slowly  from  the  sun,  but  preci- 
pitate their  motion  when  returning 
towards  their  centre ;  and  I  greatly 
B  3 
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fear,  my  charming  orb,  that,  among 
the  many  bodies  which  revolve  round 
your  attractive  influence,  there  is  one 
whose  centrifugal  force  will  be  very 
inadequate  to  retain  him  in  his  own 
sphere,  or  prevent  him  from  being  lost 
in  your  vortex. 

I  love  to  speak  to  you  in  astrono- 
mical allusion;  for  I  find  that  celestjal 
metaphors  best  illustrate  a  subject 
which  is  in  itself  celestial ! 

Does  Captain  M dine  with  you 

to-morrow  ?  Do  you  know  I  think 
that  man  obtains  superiority  overothers 
merely  because  he  assumes  it?  Well : 
"  on  ne  vaut  dans  ce  monde  que  ce  que 
Von  vent  whir"  The  indolence  of 
mankind  in  this  respect  is  astonishing 
— how  many  Caesars  and  Alexanders 


HEIRESS    OP    DESMOND.  1  1 


has  it  made!  "  Assume  a  virtue, 
though  you  have  none,"  says  Hamlet 
to  his  mother:  which  advice  I  shall 
profit  by  this  moment,  and  affect  a 
moderation  I  do  not  feel,  by  termi- 
nating this  attack  upon  your  patience 
and  your  time.  Adieu. 
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LETTER    XXXIII. 

FROM    OLIVIA. 

' 

A!  o,  my  good  friend,  you  must  not 
see  me  to-morrow.  We  are  to  have 
a  large  party  of  that  description  of 
people  whose  souls,  as  the  spirited 
Cleopatra  of  Corneille  says,  "  le  del 
ne  forma  que  du  bon."  Such  society 
is  not  fit  for  you,  and  there,  as  is 
frequently  the  case,  you  would  be 
"  dark  from  excessive  light.'"  You 
must,  indeed  you  must,  resign  the 
destiny  of  our  friendship  into  my  hands ; 
you  are  too  unguarded,  too  impru- 
dent, for  the  trust.  You  must  not 
come  so  frequently  to  the 
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Short  absences,  in  friendship  ds  in 
love,  not  only  <f  urge  sweet  return," 
as  you  observe,  but  refine  its  nature, 
and  extend  the  possession  of  life.  Oh ! 
let  us  then  still  converse  "  in  spirit  as 
in  truth!" 

Your  astronomical  hyperbole  made 
me  smile — however,  I  allow  that  if,, 
as  philosophers  say,  bodies  attract 'in. 
proportion  to  their  quantity  of  matter, 
my  "  attractive  influence"  is  hourly  in- 
creasing ;  for  the  studious  and  seden- 
tary habits  your  conversation  and  ex- 
ample have- seduced  me  into,  make  a 
daily  addition- to  my  specific  gravity  ^ 

I  believe  Captain  M does  dine 

here  to-morrow.  •  You.  are   certainly 

prejudiced  against  him1,  i although  yea" 

boast  a  "  prejudice  against  prejudices  "' 

B  5 
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LETTER    XXXIV. 

TO    OLIVIA. 

So  I  am  not  to  see  you  to-day !  You 
say  I  ought  not,  and  I  obey. 

<r  Far  con  tue  parole 
Creder  che  fosse  oscure  e  freddo  il  sole." 

You  have  indeed,  as  you  observe, 
made  a  considerable  progress  in  the 
Science  of  en-bon-point  since  I  first 
saw  you,  and  it  has  not  lessened  your 
t(Ur active  influence  in  any  sense  ;  yet 
still  you  are  a  little  creature. 

"  The  mt>st  obvious  point,"  says 
Burke,  "  thaJt  Resents  itself  to  us  on, 
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examining  any  object,  is  ^fts  extend 
and  quantity  ;  and  what  degree  of  ex- 
tent prevails  in  bodies  that  are  held 
beautiful  may  be  gathered  from  the 
usual  manner  of  expression  used  con- 
cerning it."  I,  however,  for  the  future 
will  render  the  criterion  less  indefi- 
nite, and  make  you  my  standard. 

So  Captain  M dines  with  you 

to-day?  Weil,  "  this  world  was  made 
for  Caesar!" — yet  I  will  venture  to  as- 
sert I  shall  enjoy  more  of  your  society 
this  evening  than  he  will ;  for 

"  Have  I  not  seen  tbee  where  thou  hast  not 
been  ?" 


B   6 
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LETTER  XXXV. 

PEOM   OLIVIA. 

Is  it  possible  that  my  not  speaking 

to   you  at  Mrs.  F 's    the  other 

evening,  when  I  was  surrounded  by  a 
crowd,  and  went  away  so  early,  could 
have  caused  your  absence,  and  given 
you  such  serious  uneasiness  as  your 
note  of  this  morning  implies  ? 

"The  soul  ititent  on  offices  of  love, 
Will  oft  neglect  or  scorn  the  weaker  proof 
Which  smiles  or  words  can  give." 

Apply  this  sentiment  to  friendship, 
and  then  be  sulky  if  you  dare.     Ah  ! 
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my  good  friend,  you   know  little  of 
the  heart  of  a  woman,    if  you  sup- 
pose the  man  she  appears"  to  notice 
least  is  always  the  most  indifferent  to 
her.     Taught  to  conceal  our  feelings, 
from  our  cradles,    a   species  of   co- 
quetry insinuates  itself  insensibly  into 
eur  most  moderate  sentiments ;  and, 
Tike  a  wily  enemy,  we  embrace  those 
stratagems  we  early  learn  to  believe 
are  constantly  in  agitation  against  our- 
selves !  I,  however,  was  educated  upon 
no  hackneyed  principles;  and,  as  I  am 
consequently    exempt    from   all    that 
little  finesse  which  is  inimical  to  the 
candour  and  dignity  of  an  ingenuous 
mind,  how  then  ought  I  to  treat  the 
scepticism  you   have  betrayed  to  the 
faith  of  that  friendship  I  have  pro- 
fessed for  you  ? 
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Apostate  that  you  are  !  should  I 
grant  you  a  plenary  indulgence  for  all 
past  heresies,  will  you  promise,  for  the 
future,  in,  olable  fidelity?  Seriously, 
you  are  too  refined,  too  fastidious  in 
your  notions  of  attention  and  neglect. 
Providence,  in  endowing  you  with  the 
most  precious  gifts,  has  given  an  equi- 
librium to  the  balance  :  by  bestowing 
on  you  immoderate  sensibility,  it  cer- 
tainly may  exalt  your  joys  ;  but,  in 
addition  to  those  ills  which  "  flesh  is 
heir  to,"  it  torments  you  with  many 
self-created  evils. 

I  have  been  paying  a  bridal  visit  to- 
day at  the  town  of  S ,  and  spent 

a  wretched  hour  in  the  midst  of  a 
convention  of  gossips.  The  society 
of  these  great  villages  is  insufferable; 
and,  generally  speaking,  a  country 
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town  is  the  very  emporium  of  scandal, 
prejudice,  and  illiberally.  The  ideas 
of  the  inhabitants  are  narrowed  to 
their  little  sphere  of  action,  and  their 
sentiments  of  mankind  are  gathered 
from  the  characteristical  traits  of  the 
individuals  who  compose  their  own 
little  circle ;  it  is  very  difficult  to  con- 
verse with  these  sort  of  people  with 
any  degree  of  patience  or  temper ; 
every  thing  they  do  not  understand., 
they  laugh  at  or  condemn,  and  that 
is  every  thing  beyond  the  literal  com- 
mon-place facts  which  occur  within 
their  own  confined  experience, 

"  Ces  petits  riens  qui  remplissent  leurs  cceurs." 

There  was  an  old  woman  in  the  group 
this  morning,  who  has  taken  it  into 
her  head  that  I  mean  to  run  away 
with  Captain  M from  her  grand-* 
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daughter,  for  he  is   silly  enough   to 
show  the  poetical  trifles  he  writes  at 

the  Abbey  to  the  Misses  of  S -, 

and  who  therefore  attempted  to  be 
very  splenetic  on  the  subjects  of 
"  reading,  music,  poetry,  and  all  such 
stuff."  She  was  immediately  joined 
by  the  whole  junto,  and  it  was  as 
immediately  carried,  nem.  con.  .that 
poetry  was  all  romance  and  folly  ;  that 
all  poets  and  poetesses  were  starved 
to  death,  and  that  they  should  thank 
Heaven  none  of  their  girls  were  ge- 
niuses. There  they  made  a  digression, 
of  which  you  had  the  honour  to  be 
the  subject — you  were  at  the  assem- 
bly .last  night  with  Lady  L e  and 

danced  with  the  beautiful  Miss  A —  :  . 

Miss  A has  a  great  fortune,  and 

you  were  in  high  spirits^ — and  "  there- 
by hangs  a  tale." 
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So  much  for  the  pining  solicitude 
of  friendship  !  Ah,  hypocrite !  the 
Misses  of  S think  you  mon- 
strously interesting ;  so  melancholy, 
so  pensive,  they  said  too  :  but  it  is  of 
no  consequence  what  they  said.  I 

always  return  from  S as  peevish 

as  a  spoiled  child;  and  yet  I  am  ready 
to  laugh  at  myself  too,  for  being  irri- 
tated by  the  silly  prattle  of  people  I 
despise.  The  truth  is,  like  yourself, 
I  am  miserably  fastidious  with  respect 
to  society.  Early  initiated  into  all  the 
pleasures  of  a  refined  and  elegant  in- 
tercourse, it  taught  me  to  select  my 
friends  from  the  worthy  and  the  in- 
telligent, and  to  detect  the  ignorance, 
vapidity,  and  self-sufficiency  of  those 
mechanical  beings  who  frequently  con- 
stitute the  aggregate  of  society.  This 
power  of  discrimination  was  perhaps 
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a  fatal  gift ;  it  has  worn  the  attractive 
gloss  off  the  surface  of,  what  is  termed, 
genteel  company,  and  discovered  the 
apparent  diamond  to  be  a  mere  pebble. 

If  you  will  ramble  over  to  the  Ab- 
bey this  evening,  you  will  meet  a  few 
of  the  few  I  know  you  like.  Is  the 

Miss  A so  very  beautiful  ?  How 

came  you  to  dance  ?  I  never  saw  you 
dance ;  I  hate  dancing  men — so  did 
Michal ;  for  when  she  saw  the  vic- 
torious monarch  leaping  and  dancing^ 
"  she  despised  him  in  heart."  I  ido- 
lize her  spirited  irony  to  David  I 
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LETTER  XXXVI. 

TO    OLIYIA. 

I  WAS  indeed  weak  enough  to  feel 
sensibly,  too  sensibly,  your  apparent 
neglect,  and  yet  I  am  not  so  refined 
in  these  matters  as  you  seem  to  sup- 
pose ;  but  it  is  certain,  that,  in  any 
sentiment  excited  by  you,  I  can  pre- 
serve no  moderation.  A  faithful  ther- 
mometer is  not  more  influenced  by 
the  variation  of  the  air,  than  I  am  by 
the  different  degrees  of  heat  or  cold 
apparent  in  your  manners.  My  pe- 
tulance, however,  on  this  subject, 
scarcely  deserves  the  name  of  sensi- 
bility, with  which  you  honour  it ; 
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though,  it  is  true,  my  immoderate 
susceptibility  to  happiness  is  more 
than  counterpoised  by  the  opposite 
extreme  of  feeling,  which  follows  the 
destruction  of  my  too  sanguinely 
formed  hopes. 

Your  friendship  is  too  great,  too 
unmerited  a  blessing  not  to  be  cherish- 
ed by  a  thousand  lively  and  tender 
apprehensions  for  the  stability  of  its 
existence  ;.  and,  to  confess  the  truth, 
you  offer  it  to  me  with  so  playful  a 
negligence,  so  careless  an  air,  that  I 
fear  I  shall  sometimes  have  to  say 
with  the  poet, 

tf  Le  Zephyre  fut  temoin,  1'onde  fut  attentive, 
Quand  la  nymphe  jura  de  ne  changer  jamais  j 
'Mais  le  Zephyre  legere,  et  1'onde  fugitive 
Ont  bien-tot  emport£  ses  sermetits  qu'elle  a  fait." 
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But  away  with  heresy  and  schism  ! 
Henceforth  I  renounce  all  apostacy, 
and  shall  vie,  in  the  steadiness  of  my 
faith,  with  the  most  superstitious  de- 
votee who  ever  assumed  the  scapulary ; 
but  I  fear,   that,  like  St.  Austin,    I 
shall   force   myself   to   believe   some 
things,  merely  because  they  are  im- 
possible: "  Credo  quia  impossibile  est" 
And,  my  charming  friend,  /  must  be- 
lieve that  I  hold  some  place  in  the 
<c  unpolluted  temple  jf 'thy  mind"  were 
it  only  to  account  for  the   enviable 
privileges  I  enjoy  ;  as  we  receive  the 
Copernican  system,  if  not  for  its  de- 
monstration, at  least  for  the  various 
phenomena  it  accounts  for.     It  is  cer- 
tain, that  <f  our  doubts  are  traitors, 
and  make  us  lose  the  good  we  oft 
might  win,  by  fearing  to  attempt;" 
yet  I  fear  I  have  been  but  too  ven- 
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turous.  I  never  had  but  one  opinion 
with  respect  to  the  society  you  men- 
tion, and  you  have  defined  it ;  but  I 
can  scarcely  believe  it  possible,  that 
any  thing,  such  people  can  say,  could 
give  you  a  moment's  uneasiness.  You 
must  be  conscious  that  merit  and  su- 
periority such  as  yours,  like  the  palm- 
tree,  rises  in  proportion  to  the  efforts 
which  are  made  to  depress  it.  Cap- 
tain M 's  attentions  at  the  Abbey 

are  certainly  too  obvious  to  escape 
the  prying  eye  of  idle  curiosity  :  he  is 
doubtless  a  man  of  some  talent,  and 
yet  I  think  rather  affects  the  senti- 
ments of  sentiment,  than  possesses 
its  soul.  I  have  met  with  many  such 
men  ;  however,  he  is  a  favourite  of 
yours,  and  that  circumstance  makes 
his  eulogium  ! 
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It  is  true,  I  was  at  the  assembly  of 
S last  night,  and  found  it  plea- 
sant enough  ;  but  it  is  also  true,  that, 
though  the  heart  should  extend  the 
circle  of  its  pleasures,  it  still  preserves 
the  central  point  of  supreme  happi- 
ness ;  and  that  the  chord  of  sympa- 
thy, which  nature  twines  round  the 
souls  of  kindred  beings,  though  it 
may  give,  with  elasticity,  to  the  pres- 
sure of  circumstances,  will  yet  seek, 
with  added  force,  its  native  bias. 

Miss  A is  very  beautiful,  and 

so  is  Miss  B ,  and  Miss  C } 

and  so  on  through  the  whole  alpha- 
bet of  loveliness  ;  but,  to  confess  the 
truth, 

"  Their  beauty  serves  but  as  a  note, 
Remembering  me,    -who  pass'd  that  passing 
fair." 
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I  shall  certainly  meet  the  few  of 
the  few  this  evening ;  shall  we  not 
have  coffee  in  the  little  Tusculum— 
where 

"  La  liberte  convive  aimable, 
Mets  les  deux  couds  sur  la  table  ?" 

VOLTAIRE. 

There,  and  there  only,  is  this  charm- 
ing picture  of  sociality  truly  realized. 

I  cannot  tell  you  why  I  danced  the 
other  night ;  I  believe  I  did  it,  as  one 
does  many  silly  things,  for  want  of 
something  better  to  do.  "  Pray,  Sir, 
of  what  did  your  brother  die  ?"  said 
the  celebrated  Spinola  to  Sir  Horace 
Vere.  "  He  died,  Sir,  of  having  no- 
thing to  do." — "  Alas  !"  said  Spinola, 
".that  is  enough  to  kill  any  general 
of  us  all."  I  swear  to  you,  however, 
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never  to  dance  while  I  live ;  though 
St.  Basil  of  Limoges,  the  only  saint 
I  can  find  in  the  calendar,  who  pa- 
tronizes dancing,  were  to  return  to 
earth,  to  enlist  me  for  a  cotillon. — 
Adieu, — till  this  evening. 


VOL.  II, 
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LETTER  XXXVIL 

TO    OLIVIA. 

\VHENEVER  you  return  me  any  of 
my  books,  I  run  up  to  my  room, 
lock  myself  in,  and  go  over  every 
volume,  page  by  page,  in  the  hope  of 
meeting  some  little  pencil  stroke, 
some  little  marginal  observation,  which 
marks  the  purity  of  your  taste  or  the 
strength  of  your  judgment,  and  ren- 
ders the  book,  ever  after,  invaluable 
in  my  eyes.  While  your  packet  of 
this  morning  was  undergoing  the 
usual  inquisitorial  examination,  some- 
thing fell  from  beneath  the  leaves  of 
Zimmerman;  it  was  the  little  purse 
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of  purple  and  silver  I  had  seen  you 
employed  about  some  time  back,  with 
your  cipher  interwoven  in  it  with  your 
hair.  Zimmerman  was  always  my 
favourite  ;  think  you  he  is  leSs  S(5 
now  ?  I  have  thanked  him  a  thou- 
sand and  a  thousand  times,  and  vowed, 
as  often,  never  to  part  with  him ;  yet  I 
cannot  thank  you,  Olivia!  but  could  I 
offer  to  you  the  same  vow  I  have  done 
to  him,  with  the  same  certainty  of 
its  performance — gracious  God  ! 

Do  you  remember,  One  evening 
when  your  necklace  gave  way,  as  you 
were  dancing  with  so  much  grace  and 
spirit,  your  national  dance,  how  busy 
I  was  in  gathering  your  scattered  trea- 
sures :  you  never  suspected  my  pecu- 
lation, and  I  returned  home,  rich  with 
the  fruit  of  my  dishonesty.  From 
r  2 
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that  moment  these  little  beads  have 
been  as  valuable  to  me  as  any  thrice- 
blessed  rosary  ever  was  to  its  catholic 
possessor.  I  have  consigned  these 
relics  to  your  purse,  which  is  alone 
worthy  of  the  deposit ;  and  the  heart 
which  now  palpitates  against  them, 
values  these  precious  gifts,  in  propor- 
tion to  the  sentiments  it  treasures  for 
the  charming  giver. 

And  now,  my  sweet  friend,  you 
cannot,  in  justice,  refuse  to  accept  a 
little  gage  cTamitie,  which  is,  suffer 
me  to  say,  not  unworthy  of  the  ob- 
ject to  whom  it  is  offered  ;  it  is  a  small 
Florence  edition  of  the  "  Paul  et  Vir- 
ginie"  of  Saint  Pierre — Saint  Pierre, 
who  wrote  only  to  such  hearts  and 
such  imaginations  as  Olivia's ;  and 
who  can  alone  be  rightly  understood 
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by  those  minds,  which,  like  hers, 
have,  with  an  impulse,  an  energy  al- 
most divine,  flung  off  the  shackles 
with  which  ignorance,  error,  and  pre- 
judice had  loaded  them,  and  flown  to 
seek  the  source  of  truth,  under  the 
guidance  of  nature. 

When  I  received  your  little  present 
this  morning,  I  involuntarily  exclaim- 
ed, "  Uambre  ne  repand  pas  un  par- 
Jum  aussi  doux  que  les  objets  touches 
par  I'objet  que  1'on  aime"  My  heart 
found  expression  for  its  feelings 
through  the  medium  of  my  memory ; 
and  both  stood  indebted  to  a  work 
which,  at  that  moment,  I  conceived  a 
worthy  offering  to  Olivia — will  she 
not  be  propitious  ?  I  love  these  little 
mutual  pledges  ;  they  are  so  many 
Additional  fibres  to  the  great  bond 
c  3 
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which  unites  two  minds  organized  by 
nature,  upon  similar  principles. 

Adieu  !  May  "  Paul  et  Firginie  " 
sometimes  recall  to  your  mind  one 
who  will  never  cease  to  cherish  in  his 
the  most  profound  veneration  for  your 
virtues,  and  the  liveliest,  the  tender- 
est  recollection  of  the  kindness  with 
which  you  have  honoured  him  ! 
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LETTER  XXXVIII. 

PROM    OLIVIA. 

You  think  then,  my  good  friend, 
that  a  "  gage  d'amitti"  is  requisite 
in  such  a  connexion  as  ours :  iny 
heart  never  felt  the  necessity ;  and 
my  memory  continually  furnishes  me 
with  gages  (Families  of  those  I 
esteem.  I  accept,  however,  your 
present ;  it  shall  be  to  me  all  that 
you  wish  it ;  a  memento  which  shall 
restore  to  me  in  idea  those  hours 
enriched  by  your  society,  and  in. 
which  I  felt,  in  its  fullest  force,  the 
simple  and  touching  assertion  of  Os 
sian,  "  how  pleasant  was  my  friend  T 
C  4 
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LETTER  XXXIX. 

TO   OLIVIA. 

OLIVIA,  my  sweet  friend,  I  implore, 
I  supplicate  you  to  assist  me  against 
yourself":  it  is  Olivia  only  who  can  be 
opposed  to  Olivia,  and  she  alone  can 
counteract  the  evils  of  which  she 
alone  is  the  cause.  Evils  did  I  call 
them  ?  Alas !  are  not  all  pleasures 
which  are  transient,  though  exquisite, 
evils  the  most  refined  and  dangerous? 
their  blissful  existence  scarcely  ex- 
tends beyond  the  period  of  their  birth. 
But  through  how  many  dull  and 
wretched  hours  is  the  heart  doomed 
to  beat,  which  treasures  the  recollec- 
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tions  of  the  joys  it  once  revelled  in, 
and  pines  in  unceasing  sorrow  over 
their  premature  dissolution  !  Alas! 
to  such  a  heart,  life  is  a  blank,  and 
the  world  a  desert. 

"  Sec,"  said  you  to  me,  the  other 
day  in  the  garden,  pointing  to  a 
withered  stem,  "  that  beautiful  flower 
we  so  much  admired,  has  shed  its 
last  leaf;  but  these  thorns  survive 
the  fragrant  blossom  whose  fragility 
they  guarded."  I  could  not  help 
drawing  a  similitude  at  the  moment- 
arid  I  fear  it  was  prophetic.  Oh ! 
Olivia,  the  supreme  happiness  your 
friendship  and  society  have  enriched 
me  with,  greatly  as  I  feel,  greatly  as 
I  estimate  them,  could  not  com- 
pensate for  the  horrors  of  that  mo- 
ment which  shall  convince  me  that 
C  5 
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the  ties  which  cemented  our  friend- 
ship, exist  only  with  me ;  yet  a 
thousand  little  inadvertencies  on  your 
gart,  q  thousand  well-founded  anxie- 
ties on  mine,  tell  me  that  moment  is 
not  far  off,  when  the  cold  forms  of 
worldly  etiquette  shall  be  substituted i>y 
indifference  for  that  cordial  and  delici- 
ous intercourse  which  knew  no  reserve 
but  what  the  refinement  of  sentiment 
insinuated  ;  no  restriction  but  whafc 
timidi.ty  on  one  part,  and  respec^ 
even  to  idolatry,  on  the  other,  im- 
posed. 

Last  night ! — Olivia  1  did  you  knowi 
the  tender  and  pleasing  emotions 
which  animated  me,  during  my  walk, 
to  the  Abbey,  last  night !  you  bid 
me  put  Metastasio  in  my  pocket :  I 
,  done  soa  and  marked  down  several 
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passages  which  we  would  read  and 
pause  over  together ;  how  I  love 
such  pauses !  and  my  heart  and 
imagination  revelled  in  a  thousand 
little  anticipated  delights,  which  faded 
into  air  as  I  catered  your  drawing- 
room. 

I  found  you  surrounded  by  a  crowd; 
delighted  and  delighting  ;  more  beau- 
tiful, indeed,  than  I  had  erer  seea 
you,  and  more  brilliant  that!  I  had] 
ever  wished  to  see  you-. 

I  had  talked  for  nearly  half  an  houi; 

to  the  younger  Miss  D ,  without^ 

Heaven  knows,  understanding  a  word 
either  of  us  said,  before  you.  seemed; 
to  notice  me ;  and  then  I  was  only 
included  in  the  nod  and  the  smile 
.you  bestowed  on  that  young 
c  Q 


ST.  CLAIR;  OR,  THE 


I  know  you  despise :  the  next  mo- 
ment, however,  he  was  at  your  side, 
and  you  appeared  to  laugh,  with  all 
your  heart,  at  some  ridiculous  non- 
sense he  was  repeating  to  you  ;  while 
I,  unnoticed,  took  refuge  in  a  corner 
of  the  room ;  where,  probably,  I 
might  have  remained  for  the  rest  of 
the  evening,  had  I  not  been  wanted 
to  take  a  part  in  that  Italian  glee 

which    Captain     M admires    so 

much,  and  which  I  think  so  wretched 
a  composition  :  this,  indeed,  procured 
me  some  little  notice ;  yet  it  only 
rendered  me  the  subject  of  that  playful 
raillery  which  you  manage  with  such 
exquisite  skill,  and  which  heals  so 
sweetly  the  wounds  it  inflicts. 

But  was  it  fair,  my  gay  friend,  to 
point   out  to   public   observation,    a 
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weakness  of  which  you  well  knew 
yourself  the  cause  ?  It  was  true, 
indeed,  as  you  remarked,  that  I  was 
not  "  most  musical,"  though  "  most 
melancholy  ;"  for  I  was  as  little  in- 
clined to  sing,  as  to  bear  Captain 

M 's  clumsy  attempts  at  sarcasm : 

that  I  did  either,  was  owing  to  you : 
I  could  not  refuse  a  request  which 
you  condescended  to  make ;  nor  could 
I  resent  a  conduct  which  you  seemed 
to  sanction. 

Oh,  my  dear  friend  !  let  me  again 
implore  you  to  assist  me  against  your- 
self. Send  me  no  more  of  these 
bewitching  invitations,  or  teach  me 
to  support  the  effects  they  produce. 
Think  me  at  least,  Olivia,  worthy  of 
your  pointed  neglect;  whatever  sen- 
timent I  excite,  let  it  have  some 
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tnergy — some  character  :  but  the  gay 
iadifference  with  which  you  treat  me, 
the  laughing  ease  with  which  you 
receive  and  dismiss  me,  that  indis- 
criminate equality  of  manner  with 
which  you  level  me  to  the  incon- 
sequent beings  of  an  every  day's 
acquaintance,  desolate  me ;  I  cannot 
support  it — I  must  be  the  friend  of 
Olivia.,  or  nothing  ;  her  acquaintance 
^  willc  QOt  be ! 

Restore  to  me,  then,  the  Olivia  I 
ouee  knew, 

"  My  long-sought,  other  self, 

The  wish  exactly  to  my  heart's  desire." 

Restore  to  me  that  air  of  pensive  lan- 
guor ;  that  touching  softness,  which 
breathes  the  very  soul  of  sentiment, 
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and  diffuses  a  charm  around  you,  not   I 
to  be  conceived,  and  never  to  be  felt 
with  impunity  ;  restore  to  me  your- 
self, or  banish  me  from  you  for  ever  ! 
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LETTER  XL. 

FROM    OLIVIA. 

Hence  vain  deluding  joys, 

The  brood  of  Folly,  without  father  bred, 

How  little  you  bestead, 

Or  fill  the  mind  with  all  your  toys! 

But  hail,  thou  goddess  sage  and  holy, 

Hail,  divinest  Melancholy  ! 

HAD  it  not  been  for  your  last  epistle, 
"  most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend 
Signer,"  it  is  ten  to  one  but  I  had 
added  to  the  list  of  Ravisius  Textor, 
and  departed  this  life  in  a  fit  of 
laughter  :  not  that  I  was  ignorant, 
that  Swift  anathematized  the  faintest 
indication  of  a  laugh,  as  a  heresy 
against  common  sense  :  and  my  Lord 
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Chesterfield,  as  a  solecism  in  the 
system  of  politesse.  Yet  I  considered 
these  interdictions  as  only  extending 
to  sages  and  petits  maitres,  and  never 
once  conceived,  that  the  playful  spirit 
of  a  cheerful  woman  could  militate 
even  against  the  sentimental  dignity 
of  a  Laura  or  an  Heloise.  But  your 
letter  has  shown  me  the  full  extent 
of  my  error ;  and  I  have  already  ab- 
jured 

"  Nods,  and  becks,  and  wreathed  smiles," 

which  should  alone  give  play  to  the 
risible  muscles  of  "  fat,  contented 
Ignorance." 

When  you  again  come  to  the  Ab- 
bey, then 

"  With  even  step,  and  musing  gait," 
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you  shall  find  I  will  meet  you, 
"  Sober,  stedfast,  and  demure." 

My  good  friend,  trust  me,  there  is 
nothing  in  this  life  worth  a  serious 
thought ;  and  still  more,  there  are 
many  things  in  it  we  cannot  think 
seriously  on  with  impunity  ;  and  per- 
haps the  first  fruits  of  my  gravity 
would  be  to  terminate  a  connexion, 
which 

St.  Clair,  you  must  drop  this  sub- 
ject for  ever !  Friendship  has  no 
right  to  intrude  on  the  jealous  deli- 
cacies of  love. 
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LETTER   XLI. 

TO    OLIVIA. 

"  1  oft  had  heard,  but  ne'er  believ'd  till  now, 
There  are  who  can,  by  potent  magic  speUs, 
Bend  to  their  crooked  purpose,  nature's  law." 

IN  short,  I  must  tell  you,  my  dan- 
gerous friend,  in  plain  prose,  that  I 
look  upon  you  to  be  as  complete  a 
w-itch,  as  any  that  has  appeared  since 
Saul's  partial  extermination  of  the 
weird  sisterhood  ;  not  excepting  the 
Dutchess  of  Beaufort  herself  *  :  for  I 
feel,  that,  by  the  influence  of  your 

'  *  Supposed  to  have  entered  into  a  compact 
with  the  devil,  to  secure  the  affections  of 
Henry  IV, 
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art,  you  have  not  only  in  "  sweet 
madness  robbed  me  of  myself,"  but 
taught  me  to  cherish  the  spell  which 
binds  me,  and  to  dread  the  sober  cer- 
tainty of  that  returning  reason  your 
^ -.sorcery  has  put  to  flight. 

Everv  thing  I  hear,  every  thing  I 
,  see,  ^  .npregnated  with  Olivia  ;  and 
her  idea,  like  the  fragrance  exhaled 
from  the  beard  of  Aaron,  extends  to 
every  object  within  its  sphere.  "  Pray, 
Sir,"  said  a  grave  and  erudite  per- 
sonage to  me,  yesterday  after  dinner, 
ce  is  Livy  a  favourite  of  yours?" 

"  Gracious  Heaven!  what  a  ques- 
tion !"  said  I,  starting  from  my  chair, 
and  colouring  to  the  eyes.  The  poor 
man  drew  back  in  the  utmost  conster- 
nation, and  a  general  smile  circulated 
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round  the  table.  My  inquisitor,  who 
had  been  discussing  the  merits  of  the 
Roman  authors  of  the  Augustan  day, 
alluded  to  Livy  the  historian  ;  but  to 
me,  there  was  but  one  Livy  in  the 
universe. 

And  the  other  evening,  when  a 
young  pedant,  fresh  from  the  academic 
shades,  was  astonishing  the  ladies  at 

Mr.  T 's,  by  displaying  his  classic 

treasures,  to  vindicate  the  moderation 
of  modern  luxury,  by  opposing  to  it 
that  of  the  ancients,  arid  ransacking 
the  Formian,  Puteolan,  Baian,  and 
Cumaean  shores,  to  strengthen  his 
position;  then  unfortunately  touching 
on  the  Ciceronian  villas,  the  word  Tus- 
culum  caught  my  ear  :  it  was  like  a 
shock  of  electricity  !  and,  by  unfor- 
tunately losing  the  original  idea  in  the 
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association  it  awakened,!  led  my  learn- 
ed  declaimer  a  dance,  from  theAppian 
Way  to  your  little  Tusculum  on  the 
shores  of  the  lake  of  Desmond;  where 
he  seemed  very  glad  to  slip  through 
my  fingers,  with  the  firm  belief,  I 
fancy,  that  he  had  been  wasting  a  very 
erudite  oration  upon  as  insane  an  au- 
ditor as  ever  wielded  an  imaginary 
sceptre  in  the  dominions  of  Bedlam, 
These,  however,  are  only  two  instances 
out  of  a  thousand,  of  the  extraordinary 
effectsyou  have  produced  in  me  ;  and 
now,  as  I  am  certain  an  influence  so 
unbounded  could  never  have  been  ef- 
fected according  to  the  common  course 
of  events,  or  fitness  of  things,  I  can 
only  attribute  it  to  the  power  of  witch- 
craft, which  the  scepticism  of  modern 
reason  attempts  t<jt  deny;  in  despite  of 
sacred  authority^  but  of  which,  from 
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fatal  experience,  I  no  longer  entertain 
a  doubt.  Having  therefore  rusted  to 
a  point,  I  have  determined  on  com- 
mencing a  lively  prosecution  against 
you,  according  to  the  letter  of  the 
law,  for  "  witchcraft,  conjuration,  en- 
chantment, and  sorcery."  I  have  read, 
with  great  care,  the  learned  Howel 
upon  "  the  Existence  of  Witches  ;" 
thumbed  over  the  Capitularies  of 
Charlemagne,  and  the  Canons  of  se- 
veral councils,  which  have  touched  on 
the  crime  and  its  punishment ;  waded 
through  Coke  upon  Littleton,  Puf- 
fendorf,  and  Bracton,  in  the  hope  of 
new  discoveries;  and  have  just  set  sail 
for  Blackstone's  Commentaries,  with 
an  anxiety  equally  ardent  in  the  same 
cause. 
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I  find  that  the  Mosaic  law  com- 
mands us  "  not  to  suffer  a  witch  to 
live  ;"  and  is  so  far  surpassed  by  the 
civil,  that,   according  to   the  statute 
33  of  Henry  VIII.  all  enchantment  is 
declared  to  be  felony,  without  the  be- 
nefit of  clergy.     However,  my  animo- 
sity outsteps  not   the  boundaries  of 
existence ;  and,  provided  I  have  the 
satisfaction  to  see  you  punished,  for 
your  iniquitous  intercourse  with  su- 
pernatural agents,  to  the  destruction  of1 
your  species,  in  this  world,  I  care  not 
how  elevated  a  seat,  or  how  tunable  a 
harp,  you  obtain  among  the  choir  of 
"  simpering  angels"  in  the  next. 

As  you  may  screen  yourself  from 
my  fury,  by  claiming  the  right  of 
every  British  subject,  of  being  tried 
by  your  peers,  which  I  confess  are  not 
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to  be  found  on  earth,  I  intend  to 
move,  that  you  may  be  tried  accord- 
ing to  the  old  Brehon  laws  of  your 
country  ;  the  simple  law  of  retaliation, 
an  eye  for  an  eye,  a  heart  for  a  heart. 
I  have  just  too  discovered,  that  a  sta- 
tute of  James  I.  is  particularly  severe 
on  all  those  who  attempt  "  to  provoke 
love  by  sorcery  ;"  decreeing  imprison- 
ment for  the  first,  and  death  for  the 
second  offence  :  hut,  as  the  number 
of  your  offences,  of  this  nature,  pos- 
sibly exceed  the  power  of  human  cal- 
culation, you  should  be  tied,  for  life, 
to  the  unfortunate  victim  on  whomyou 
had  executed  your  "  black  art"  with 
most  success  ;  and,  in  your  turn,  feel 
for  him  all  that  you  had  forced  him, 
and  others,  to  feel  for  you  ! 


VOL.  II.  D 
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For  my  own  part,  I  would  very 
willingly  myself  be  this  instrument  of 
retribution  in  the  hands  of  Providence,, 
if,  by  my  heroic  and  voluntary  immo- 
lation, I  should  secure  the  preserva- 
tion of  the  rest  of  my  species.  I  be- 
lieve I  should  never  have  been  irritated 
to  this  refined  arid  uncommon  ven- 
geance, had  not  your  witchcraft  and 
malignity  appeared  mctfe  obvious  last 
night  than  J  ever  remember  them  ; 
your  air,  your  manner,  your  .voice, 
your  dress,  nay,  even  your  smiles  and 
attitudes^  were  all  equally  indicative 
of  one  "  renowned  for  magic  arts ;" 

4e  Who  lodk'd  not  like  .the  inhabitant  o'  the 

-earth, 
And  yet  was  on  it." 

And,  to  me  at  least,  you  appeared 
more  potent  and  more  dangerous  in 
midst  <  of  your  magic  circle,  than 
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the  Canidia  of  Horace,  the  Circe  of 
Virgil,  the  Hecate  of  Shakspeare,  or 
even  the  Fairy  Queen  of  Spenser.  To 
give  you,  however,  some  chance  for 
escaping  the  punishment  which  await* 
you,  I  swear  to  you, 

"  By  Cupid's  strongest  bow, 

By  his  best  arrow  with  the  golden  head, 

By  the  simplicity  of  Venus'  doves," 

0 

-or  by  any  more  appropriate  oath  you 
may  please  to  dictate,  that  I  will  with- 
draw my  suit ;  provided,  in  this  general 
war  which  you  wage  against  mankind, 
you  will  grant  a  partial  armistice  in  my 
favour,  and  draw  up  such  terms  of 
pacification  as  I  can  sign  with  honour  : 
let  a  mutual  concession  seal  the  treaty; 
restore  me  my  happy  exemption  from 
bliss  or  from  despair,  my  apathy,  my 
tranquillity,  my  indifference,  and  the 
D  2 
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small,  the  very  small  portion  of  com- 
mon sense  I  possessed,  before 

"  You  touch'd  the  freedom  of  my  mind 
With  all  your  charm* ;" 

and  I,  in  return,  will  cede — ah]  no; 
I  have  nothing  of  yours  to  restore  ; 
no  spoil  to  boast  of,  but  the  rich  plun- 
der of  your  justly  estimated  friendship  ! 
and  I  would  not  resign  that  treasure 
for  the  recovery  of  all  you  have  de- 
prived me  of;  nor  even  for  less  than 
TV  hat  you  have  not  to  bestow,  and 
of  which  a  more  successful  enemy  has 
already  possessed  himself. 
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FROM    OLIVIA. 

— — "  On  the  corner  of  the  moon 
Hangs  a  vaporous  drop  profound  5 
I  '11  catch  it  ere  it  comes  to  ground  ; 
Which,  distill'd  by  magic  slights, 
Shall  raise  such  artificial  sprites," 

1  HAT  your  host  of  malicious  inten^ 
tions  shall  retire  before  my  superna- 
tural phalanx  :  in  short,  your  threat- 
ened prosecution  has  roused  the  ener- 
gies of  my  art  ;  and,  while  yon  point 
against  me  the  whole  artillery  of  the 
Law  and  the  Gospel,  I  fulminate  against 
you  all  those  witcheries,  under  whose 
faintest  exertions  you  already  tremble. 

D  3 
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You  know  not  how  much  you 
stand  exposed  to  my  fury  ;  while  I, 
secured  in  the  gallant  clemency  of 
him  who  protected  that  enchantment, 
whose  influence  he  owned  in  the  ta- 
lismariic  eyes  of  beauty  *,  "  can  call 
up  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep,"  to  re- 
venge the  insult  thrown  on  my  power; 
not,  however,  that  I  should  wish  to 
shun  legal  investigation,  since,  like 
ore  tried  in  the  cruc/ible,  I  should  only 
make  "  assurance  doubly  sure,"  and 
force  my  judges  to  feel  that  power 
they  dare  to  circumscribe,  and  punish 
still  with  all  the  seducing  wiles  of  m,y 
art ; 

"  Winding  me  into  the  easy-hearted  men, 
To  hug  them  in  my  snares." 

_ —  ji 

*  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  who  restrained  the 
tribunals  of  justice  from  receiving  informations 
of  witchcraft. 
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So  entirely,  therefore,  do  I  defy 
your  malignant  endeavours,  and  so 
utterly  do  I  renounce  your  offer  and 
your  oath,  that  I  even  conjure  your 
attendanceon  my  will  to-morrow  even- 
ing, in  the  name  of  all  that  poetry  and 
music  can  confer ;  in  the  name  of  Os- 
sian  and  ofCarolan,  and  by  the  magic 
smile  of  the  woman  you  most  love. 
Then,  trembling  amidst  the  mysteries 
of  my  orgies,  you  shall  yourself  be 
witness  to  the  solemn  incantation 
which  makes  the  "  charm  firm  and 
good,"  that  binds  you  the  victim  of 
my  art  for  ever. 
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LETTER   XLIII. 


TO    OLIVIA. 


IRRESISTIBLE    and    omnipotent-  en- 
chantress, though 

" Thou  wert  girt  with 


All  the  grisly  legions  that  troop 

Under  the  sooty  foot  of  Acheron  ; 

Harpies  and  hydras,  or  all  the  monstrous  forms 

'Twixt  Africa  and  Ind/' 

I  '11  meet  thee  in  thy  cave  of  mysteries, 
and,  at  thy  feet,  will  vo\v,  by  all  the 
magic  lurking  in  thine  eyes,  by  all 
the  enchantment  breathing  in  thy 
voice,  by  all  the  spells  that  watt  upon 
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thy  smiles,  to  be  the  willing  victim 
of  thy  art  for  ever  and  ever !  till  the 
delightful  bondage  incorporates  with 
eternity. 


D  5 


62          ST.  CLAIR;  OR,  THE  * 


LETTER   XLIV. 

\VHAT!  you  complain  of  my  silence? 
My  dearest  friend,  I  never  loved, 
never  esteemed  you  more  than  at  this 
moment ;  but  the  fact  is,  1  have  en- 
tered into  a  more  interesting  corre- 
spondence— and  Olivia's  little  notes  of 
a  dozen  lines  are,  to  me,  of  an  im- 
portance which  exclusively  involves 
my  whole  attention  ;  but  this  fasci- 
nating correspondence  is  at  an  end. 

Olivia  and  her  grandfather  dined 
here  to-day  :  while  I  was  showing  her 
a  book  of  botanical  drawings,  and  the 
rest  of  the  ladies  were  seated  at  cards, 
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she  took  an  opportunity  to  slip  a  paper 
into  my  hand ;  I  withdrew  with  as 
much  impatience  to  peruse  it,  as  if 
I  were  a  thousand  miles  distant  from 
her — -it  ran  as  follows : 

"  I  have  to  chide  you,  my  dear 
**  friend :  I  am  told  that  you  speak  of 
"  me  every  where,  and  to  every  one, 
"  in  a  manner  very  inconsistent  with 
"  the  moderation  of  friendship.  Know 
"  me  better,  and  you  will  praise  me 
"  less,  and  do  not  expose  the  charac- 
"  ter  of  your  taste  and  judgment, 
"  where  alone  they  can  be  questioned 
"  with  justice, 

"  Ah!  St.  Clair,  do  not  think  1  am 
"  insensible  to  the  full  value  of  your 
"  applause  :  it  is  from  a   principle  of 
"  equity,  as  well  as  of  prudence,  that 
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"•  I  refuse  myself  a  gratification  I . 
"  know  I  do  not  deserve,  and  feel  it 
"  is  dangerous  to  encourage.  111- 
"  nature  is  ever  ready  to  lend  her 
11  voice  to  the  fabrications  of  scandal, 
'*  and  our  little  correspondence  has 
"  been  noticed.  I  am  as  much  above 
"  unfounded  censure  as  any  one,  but 
'*  I  cannot  conceal  that  I  am  hurt  and 
"  mortified ;  write  to  me  therefore 
"  no  more,  my  dear  friend.  If  we 
"  would  live  in  the  world,  we  must 
"  in  some  respect  live  with  it.  Do 
"  not  think,  however,  that  I  mean 
"  to  relinquish  your  friendship  :  your 
tf  character,  your  tal  rts,  your  vir- 
ff  tues,  the  interesting  melancholy  of 
"  your  appearance,  and  the  vapid  and 
"  uncongenial  society  in  which  destiny 
"  had  thrown  you,  from  the  earliest 
"  period  of  our  acquaintance,  awaken- 
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"  ed  every  secret  source  of  sympathy 
"  in  my  bosom  ;  and  my  mind,  ever 
"  on  the  stretch  to  find  its  kindred- 
"  associate,  glanced  eagerly  into  the 
"  perspective  of  that  friendship,  which, 
"  independentand disinterested, should 
"  have  its  basis  in  sentiment  and  es- 
"  teem,  and  rear  its  supreme  point  of 
"  elevation  under  the  sacred  guidance 
"  of  virtue  and  honour.  Such  was 
"  the  principle  upon  which  I  sought 
"  your  friendship.  Your  diffidence,^ 
"  your  reserve,  and  my  own  timidity, 
"  almost  stifled  our  infant  connexion 
"  in  the  first  moments  of  its  existence. 
"  But  the  reserve  of  temperament  or 
"  luibit.  when  opposing,  on  a  first 
"  acquaiiitance,  the  union  of  conge- 
*(  nial  minds,  may  not  be  unaptly 
"  compare^  to  the  chul  mist  which 
"  obscures  the  radiance  of  the  rising 
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«f  sun  :  the  maturity  of  day  dispels  it, 
"  and  the  orb  rises  on  the  eye  of  na- 
"  ture  in  all  its  majesty.  It  is  true,  I 
"  am  the  mistress,  I  might  also  say, 
"  the  wife  of  the  first  elected  object 
"  of  my  heart;  but  I  never  shall  cease 
"  to  be  the  unalterable  friend  of  St. 
"  Clair :  and,  though  the  wisest  of 
"  philosophers  has  declared,  '  that  we 
"  must  change  often,  to  be  constant 
"  in  happiness  or  wisdom/  yet  I  hope, 
"  from  the  stability  of  our  connexion, 
"  to  make  an  hourly  acquisition  in 
«  both." 

ANSWER. 

"  IT  is  yourself,  my  inestimable,  my 
fe  charming  friend,  it  is  yourself,  you 
"  should  assimilate  to  that  orb  whose 
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*'  attributes  you  display  in  the  effects 

ft  you  have  produced  in    me.     You 

"  have  warmed  my  feelings  into  life ; 

"  you  have  given  me  a  new  sense  of 

"  existence;  you  have  nourished  those 

"  latent  powers  which  drooped  for  the 

"  genial  glow  so  long  denied  them, 

"  and  have  revived  those  spirits  which 

"  were  frozen  in   the  apathy  arising 

"  from  unceasing  disappointment. 

"  I  will  obey  you,  Olivia,  for  I 
"  will  be  silent.  Not  to  realize  the 
"  dearest  wish  of  my  soul,  would  I 
"  sully  the  purity  of  your  name,  or 
"  profane  the  sanctity  of  your  charac- 
"  ter :  I  am  artless  and  unsophisti- 
*f  cated,  unable  to  conceal  my  feel- 
"  ings,  nor  hitherto  feeling  aught  I 
"  should  blush  to  reveal. 


68  ST.    CLAIRJ    OR,    THE 


"  To  reflect  on  your  virtues  was 
"  the    favourite    occupation    of    my 
"  heart — how  natural  then,  that  my 
"  lips  should  adopt  a  similar  theme  ! 
"  But  if  it  is  as  criminal  to  think  on 
"  your  perfections,  as  to  expatiate  on 
*'  them,  I  honestly  confess   to  you, 
"  my  crime  can  only  terminate  with 
"  rny  existence.     It  is  true,   Olivia, 
tf  you  are  '  the  mistress,  the  wife  of  the 
ff  Jirst  elected  object  of  your  heart :' 
"  that  is  a  circumstance  you  did  not 
"  wish  me  to  forget,  nor  shall  I.     I 
(t  have  ever  '  held  you  as  a  thing  en- 
"  shied  ;*   and  writ  n  you  tell  St.  Clair 
"  you  are  his  friend,  you  ennoble  him, 
"  in  his  own  opinion,  beyond  all  the 
"  frivolous   honours  rank  could  con- 
."  fer,  or  worldly  elevation  endow  him 
"  with.    If  such  are  the  emotions) our 
'*  friendship   can  excite,    what   then 
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"  must  he  feel,  who  possesses  your 
"  love  ! 

"  Ah,  Olivia  ! — As  these  are  the 
"  last  lines  which  I  shall  probably  be 
"  permitted  to  address  to  you,  I  would 
".  fain  prolong  the  dear  and  dangerous 
"  gratification  ;  but  your  carriage  is 
"  at  the  door,  and  I  fear  to  miss  the 
"  only  opportunity  which  may  occur, 
"  of  delivering  you  those  sentiments, 
"  which  I  hope  will  silence  your  ap- 
"  prehensions,  and  be  the  best  se- 
"  curity  for  the  circumspection  of  my 
"  future  conduct." 

Such,  as  well  as  I  can  recollect, 
was  the  incoherent  answer  I  returned 
to  her  letter:  hitherto  I  was  a  stranger 
to  the  feelings  of  my  own  heart.  My 
hopes  and  my  wishes  were  vague,  in- 
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definite,  and  uncertain  ;  my  ideas 
were  lost  in  confusion,  and  my  soul 
resigned  itself  involuntarily  to  the  de- 
lightful ruin  which  overwhelmed  it. 

That  Olivia  was  to  be  the  wife  of 
my  relation,  I  knew — but  the  nature 
of  her  attachment  to  him,  I  never 
trusted  myself  to  think  on.  The 
delirium,  however,  is  over ;  I  am 
awakened  to  a  full  sense  of  my  folly. 
Olivia  esteems  me,  and  loves  another  ; 
she  has  explicitly  defined  her  senti- 
ments ;.  they  are  those  of  unalterable 
friendship  !  and  did  I  ever  dare  to 
hope,  to  expect  more  ?.  Oh !  my  dear 
friend,  the  heart  is  full  of  involuntary 
deceptions  ;  it  imposes  even  on  itself; 
and  it  is  less  difficult  to  correct  it? 
errors  than  to  discover  them  ;  infinite- 
ly easier  to  modify  its  passions,  than 


HEIRESS    OP   DESMOND.          71 


to  trace  them  to  their  secret  sources  r 
under  a  thousand  disguises  they  gather 
strength  and  vigour  in  our  bosoms, 
and  we  are  insensible  to  their  exist- 
ence, until  we  have  no  longer  the 
power,  nor  the  wish,  to  resist  the 
active  force  of  their  tyranny. 

Could  I  have  believed  that  I  should 
trace  the  progress  of  my  sentiments 
from  admiration  to  sympathy,  from 
sympathy  to  esteem,  from  esteem  to 
love — fixed,  impassioned,  unalterable 
love  ?  My  dear  friend,  beneath  these 
various  sentiments,  the  undermining 
secret  principle  was  still  the  same  ;  yet 
it  did  not  wholly  conceal  itself.  The 
moral  sense  was  still  alive  to  the  latent 
evil  which  was  finally  to  subdue  it. 
But  when  the  abyss  presented  itself  to 
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my  view,  I  fled  not ;  I  only  closed 
my  eyes  upon  its  dangers. 

My  spirits  are  low  and  sunken  ;  I 
am  far  from  being  well  \-  and  the  un- 
pleasantness of  my  present  situation 
is  not  among  the  least  evils  I  have  to 
sustain. 

The  delirium  to  which  I  have  of 
late  resigned  myself,  blinded  me  to 
every  impression  unconnected  with  it- 
self. These  people  are  narrow-minded 
and  illiberal ;  they  perceive  my  atten- 
tion to  their  children  much  slackened; 
and  the  means  they  take  to  reanimate 
it  are  such  as  must  eventually  prove 
abortive.  The  great  stimulus  to  the 
exertions  of  a  generous  mind  is  kind- 
ness: they  might  reduce  me  to  slavery, 
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but  they  animate  me  to  rebellion.  I 
could  almost  believe,  that  every  suf- 
fering sinks  before  the  oppression  in- 
flicted by  a  weak,  an  interested,  and 
unfeeling  mind — incapable  of  deci- 
sion, its  mode  of  afflicting  the  heart 
of  the  object  of  its  caprice,  or  its  aver- 
sion, is  varying  and  unceasing  ;  per- 
severing without  energy,  it  wC'iries 
the  spirits  and  harasses  the  feelings  ; 
and,  in  proportion  as  the  mind  it  per- 
secutes rises  superior  to  itself,  it 
strains  every  invention  to  humble  and 
depress  it.  A  character,  though  not 
naturally  good,  if  supported  by  a 
strong  understanding,  may <be  capable 
of  many  virtu-es ;  but  a  character, 
regulated  in  its  operations  by  a  weak 
mind  and  illiberal  ideas,  is  capable  of 
every  species  of  depravity.  , 
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When  my  feelings  had  encountered 
any  little  trial,  when  the  independence 
of  my  spirit  shrunk  beneath  the  attack 
of  oppression,    and  my  warm  heart 
chilled   to   the  freezing  blast  of  un- 
kindness    or    neglect,    my    harassed 
thoughts  had  still  one  sweet  refuge 
to  fly  to,   and  found  it  in  the  idea  of 
Olivia.     At  ni^ht,  when  I  sought  my 
•comfortless     pillow,     when    memory 
threw  her  shadows  on  my  mind,  and 
reflection  wearied  me  by  her  cogita- 
tions,  I  invoked  the  spirit  of  repose, 
and  it  descended  on   my  soul  in  the 
form  of  Olivia ;   and  when  I  awoke 
with  the  first  beam  of  the  morning, 
I  said,  "  Perhaps  in  ?.  few  hours  I 
shall  see  her — I  shall  hear  her."    My 
spirits    renovated    in    the    delightful 
conviction,  and  my  mind  was. armed 
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against  all  the  contingent  evils  of  the 
day :  but  now  I  must,  I  ought  to 
learn  to  forget  her. — "  Should  you 
ever  forget  me,  St.  Clair,"  said  she 
to  me  the  other  day,  "  it  will  be  a 
heresy  against  the  omnipotent  power 
of  sympathy." 

"  To  suppose  it  possible,  Olivia, 
would  be  to  dissipate  the  sweetest 
hope  of  my  life  ;  for  the  fond  recol- 
lection of  those  I  loved  on  earth,  is 
the  best  blessing  I  have  annexed  to 
the  enjoyments  of  my  heavenly  Uto- 
pia. To  forget  you  in  this  world  is 
impossible ;  your  idea  is  become  the 
intimate  associate  of  my  soul.  Death 
itself  cannot  dissolve  this  union  1" 
Gracious  Heavea,  for  what  am  I  re- 
served ! 


7®  ST.  CLAIR  ;    OR,    THE 


LETTER  XLV. 

MY  dear  friend,   this  Colonel,    this 
lover,    is  returned.     Shall  I   confess 
my  weakness  to  you  ?    I  have  pleaded 
indisposition,   and  have  not  left  my 
apartment  since  his  arrival.    He  came 
yesterday  evening  a  little  before  din- 
ner.    I  am  a  great  favourite  with  the 
children,  and  am  always  the  first   to 
hear  good  news,  whether  of  a  party 
in   the  summer-house,  or  a  cargo  of 
toys  from  town  :   they  came  skipping 
and  jumping  into  my   room   almost 
frantic — "  Such  news,   Mr.  St.  Clair 
— you   would  never  guess  ;   who  do 
you  suppose  is  arrived  ?" 


HEIRESS   OJ?   DESMOND.  77 


I  had  two  of  them  on  my  knee  in 
a  moment. 

<f  Let  me  see  !  perhaps  James's 
poney,  from  grandpapa's  ?" — "  Oh  ! 
a  great  deal  better — brother  Frederic, 
the  Colonel ;"  and  away  they  flew. 
Imagine  my  feelings  !  I  had  just  been 
arranging  Olivia's  little  notes,  with 
some  fragments  and  poems  I  had  re- 
ceived from  her  at  different  times,  in 
a  port-Jeuille. 

This  morning  he  rode  over  to  the 
Abbey.  Good  God  !  how  I  envy  him 
his  feelings  !  Even  now,  at  this  mo- 
ment, a  thousand  rapturous  expecta- 
tions fluttering  at  his  heart ;  every 
pulse  throbbing  with  transport,  and 
every  thought  a  thought  of  bliss — he 
is  flying  to  the  arms  of  Olivia. 

VOL.  II.  E 
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What,  if  she  participates  in  his 
emotions — if  her  heart  throbs  respon- 
sively  to  his,  and  if  all  the  slumber- 
ing sensations  of  first  love  awaken 
with  his  presence !  The  thought  is 
madness  j 

Only  to  think  of  his  arriving  yester- 
day, and  not  seeing  her  till  this  morn- 
ing !  Heavens  and  earth,  were  I  in 
his  situation  !  —I  should  not  be  sur- 
prised to  hear  he  walked  his  horse, 
and  paid  a  visit  en  cheminfesant.  How 
strongly  do  little  circumstances  of  this 
kind  mark  the  character !  "  Inter- 
vals," says  Montaigne,  "  best  dis- 
cover the  man." 


LETTER  XLVI. 

DID  I  tell  you  that  the  Colonel's  bro- 
ther, Major  L ,  had  accompanied 

him?  To-day  I  was  introduced -to 
them  both.  The  former,  I  thought, 
received  me  with  the  air  of  a  patron, 
yet  with  all  the  suavity  of  a  man  of 
the  world;  and  I  might  almost  say,  the 
cordiality  of  a  relation.  I  am  sorry 
to  tell  you,  that  I  can  find  no  fault 
with  him.  His  person  is  manly  and 
handsome,  though  not  interesting ; 
and  there  is  that  placid  expression  in 
his  countenance,  which  speaks  the 
man,  equally  a  stranger  to  cnre  or  dis- 
appointment. His  manners  are  pleas- 
ing, if  not  strikingly  elegant,  and 
E  2 
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seem  perfectly  uninfluenced  by  his 
feelings  :  they  are  invariably  the  same. 
He  converses  well,  yet  with  a  pre- 
cision bordering  on  study ;  and  his 
information,  which  he  displays  with- 
out the  least  ostentation,  is  general, 
though  well  selected.  He  has  the 
character  of  being  a  very  brave  officer, 
and  a  man  of  the  nicest  honour,  but 
not  a  professed  duellist,  which  is  the 
character  his  brother  is  anxious  tp 
obtain.  He  seems  penetrating  and 
phlegmatic,  with  the  be^t  understand- 
ing, totallv  devoid  of  genius ;  and, 
by  some  literary  remarks  I  have  heard 
him  make,  endowed  with  more  judg,. 
ment  than  taste. 

The  Major  is  some  years  younger 
than  his  brother,  and  in  every  respect 
inferior  to  him,  except  in  person  :  he 
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appears  shallow,  vain,  self-sufficient, 
and  overbearing  :  I  do  not  like  him, 
and  our  acquaintance  will  probably 
rest  where  it  is.  The  joy  which  their 
arrival  has  spread  through  the  family, 
recalled  to  my  mind  the  similar  emo- 
tions my  return  would  excite  in  my 
beloved  little  family.  A  natural  as- 
sociation of  ideas  sprung  from  the 
reflection,  and  agitated  my  heart  and 
mind  with  many  pleasingly  painful 
emotions.  *  *  *  * 

*  #  *  #          #          * 

I  had  written  thus  far,  when  the 
Colonel's  servant  came,  with  his  mas- 
ter's compliments,  to  request  I  would 
ride  out  with  him,  if  I  was  not  en- 
gaged. We  had  scarcely  mounted 
our  horses,  when  he  entered,  with 
apparent  interest,  into  my  future  pro- 
R  3 
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£ pects,  with  the  air  of  one  who  really 
wished  to  serve  me  ;  and  mentioned 
that  there  would  be  a  vacancy  in  his 
regiment  in  a  month  or  two;  which 
I  could  fill  up,  till  something  better 
occurred.  He  was  yet  speaking, 
when  we  arrived  at  the  avenue  of  the 
Abbey.  I  involuntarily  stopt. 

My  dear  friend,  I  have  had  the 
forbearance  not  to  go  near  the  Abbey 
since  the  arrival  of  these  two  young 
men ;  and,  in  the  course  of  eight 
days,  I  have  seen  Olivia  but  once, 
and  that  in  a  crowd  of  company  at 
the  Castle,  when  she  came  late,  and 
retired  early.  The  Colonel  was  de- 
licate enough  not  to  pay  her  any 
marked  attention  ;  and  when  he  did 
address  her,  she  betrayed  neither  the 
timid  emotions  of  tenderness,  nor  the 


HEIBESS    OP   DESMOND.  83 


mysterious  diffidence  of  love.  He 
however  spends  the  greater  part  of 
every  day  with  her,  and  they  ride  or 
drive  out  constantly  together. 

The  Colonel,  observing  that  I  dfd 
not  proceed  with  him,  said,  "  You 
must  accompany  me  to  the  Abbey, 
where  I  assure  you,  you  are  a  fa- 
vourite ;  you  have  made  yourself  two 
sincere  friends,  in  the  Baronet  and 
his  grand-daughter  ;  and  the  former 
is  as  fully  capacitated  to  judge  of  the 
merits  of  the  heart,  as  is  the  latter  to 
appreciate  those  talents  which  spring 
from  inherent  genius,  and  are  cwd~ 
tivated  by  a  refined  education." 

Imagine  how  I  felt  while  he  was 
speaking :  I  was  weak  enough  to  be 
so  delighted,  that  there  was -no  pos- 
E  4 
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sibility  of  my  refusing  to  accompany 
him;  yet  my  emotions  increased  every 
step  we  took,  and  I  almost  felt  re- 
lieved, when  the  servant  told  us  that 
Olivia  had  gone  out  to  visit  a  sick 
family  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  had 
not  yet  returned.  The  Colonel  left 
me  in  the  breakfast-room,  and  went 
to  visit  Sir  Patrick,  who  is  confined, 
by  a  fit  of  the  rheumatism,  to  his 
apartment. — Tl.is  breakfast-room  !  it 
was  there  we  always  spent  the  greater 
part  of  our  mornings — every  article 
of  its  furniture  recalled  to  my  mind 
some  pleasant  remembrance,  which 
memory  dwelt  on  with  fondness. 

'  On  a  little  cedar  table  in  the 
window,  I  had  a  thousand  times 
drawn  and  written  by  her  side ;  a 
music- book  of  Swiss  airs,  I  had  copied 
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for  her,  lay  open  on  the  piano-forte ; 
and  many  a  happy  moment  I  had 
passed,  leaning  over  the  chair  which 
was  placed  at  the  harp.  Sweetly  did 
this  memento  awaken  the  faded  recol- 
lection of  my  past  joys ;  and  made 
me  feel  that  there  is  "  a  joy  in  grief, 
when  peace  dwells  in  the  soul  of"  the 
sad.'*  Mine  was  at  peace  with  all 
the  world,  at  variance  only  with  it- 
self! — I  touched,  with  romantic  plea- 
sure, the  chords  of  that  instrument  I 
had  so  often  listened  to  with  delight ; 
it  returned  a  melancholy  vibration— 
and  at  that  moment  she  entered  the 
room.  I  could  not  conceal  my  agi- 
tation, nor  was  she  wholly  unmoved  ; 
her  colour  changed  ;  and  though  she 
gave  me  her  hand  with  an  air  at  once 
cor  al  and  grac.  u!,  I  thought  it 
trembled  in  mine — but  possibly  the 
£  5 
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tremor   of  my   own  made  me   sup- 
pose it. 

"  It  is  not  thus/'  said  she  with  an 
endearing  smile,  "  my  truant  friend, 
I  should  receive  you  !" 

"  It  is  not  thus  indeed  you  should 
receive  me  ;  for  you  render  temptation 
irresistible,  and,  in  one  moment,  de- 
prive me  of  the  reward  I  had  earned, 
by  the  self-denial  of  a  thousand." 

"  But  if  you  retain  any  s  faint 
sketches  and  shadows  of  Christianity 
about  you,'  you  will  recollect  the 
Apostle  bids  you  '  count  it  all  joy, 
when  you  fall  into  divers  tempta- 
tions'," said  Olivia,  with  that  arch 
air,  which  always  renders  her  so 
dangerous  and  so  charming. 
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<f  And  Heaven  is  my  witness,"  said 
I,  "  that  a  'joy  past  joy'  is  that 
which  now  overwhelms  my  senses 
and  my  heart ;  but  ah  !  Olivia,  I  fear 
this  treacherous  joy  is  like  the  flower 
which  conceals,  beneath  the  freshness 
of  its  bloom,  artd  the  fragrance  of  its 
odour,  the  most  deadly  poison." 

She  blushed  and  turned  from  me, 
and  seated  herself  at  the  piano-forte, 
with  the  air  of  one  who  was  uncon- 
scious of  what  she  did.  At  that  mo- 
ment the  Colonel  entered  ;  I  thought 
she  received  him  with  embarrassment.. 
When  he  had  answered  my  inquiries, 
for  Sir  Patrick,  he  requested  her  to 
play  one  of  the  lessons  he  had  brought 
from  England.  She  complied,  and  I 
never  heard  her  play  with  so  much* 
execution,,  or  so  little  sensibility  $.  the; 


88          ST.  CLAIR;  ofc,  THE 


Colonel  all  the  while  was  beating  time 
with  the  accuracy  of  an  amateur, 
and  interrupted  her  frequently  in  the 
most  exquisite  passages  to  detect  a 
plagiarism.  He  is  certainly  not  the 
auditor  Olivia  takes  pleasure  in  playing 
to.  "  When  we  go  to  London/'  said 
he,  "  you  must  have  Clementi." — 
Whenw/ego ! — ah!  that  we!  It  iscertain 
that,  at  the  instrument,  he  considers 
her  a  mere  musician  ;  while  to  me 
she  appears  like  an  enchantress,  who, 
by  the  sorcery  of  her  art,  even  in  the 
simplest  airs  can 

"          take  the  prison'd  soulj 
And  wrap  it  in  Elysium." 

We  took  our  leave  together  ;  and, 
on  our  way  home,  the  Colonel  talked 
sufficiently  of  her  to  convince  me  that 
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he  loves  her  as  well  as  he  can  love 
any  human  being ;  and  that  is  about 
half  as  well  as  she  deserves  to  be 
loved. 

As  long  as  I  respect  the  purity  of 
her  virtue — as  long  as  I  do  not  offend 
her  ears  by  an  open  avowal  of  the 
passion  which  consumes  me — as  long 
as  I  consider  her  the  wife  of  another, 
I  cannot  see  what  there  is  to  prevent 
me  loving  her.  You  talk  to  me  ef 
the  duties  I  owe  society  :  what  have 
the  secret  affections  of  a  solitary  heart 
to  do  with  them  ?  You  speak  to  me 
of  my  own  peace  of  mind  ;  but  the 
very  agonies  of  love  are  to  me  more 
delightful  than  the  happiest  calm  of 
indifference :  and  did  I  cease  to  love 
her,  I  should  exclaim,  with  Petrarch, 
"  I  am  free — but  I  am  wretched !" 
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It  is  probable  I  shall  be  an  officer  in 
her  husband's  regiment :  this  must 
afford  me  an  opportunity  of  being 
near  her ;  I  could  quote  a  thousand 
instances  of  love  softening  into  friend- 
ship. Henry  IV.  to  sanction  his  mar- 
riage with  the  Countess  de  Guiche, 
quoted  twenty  examples  of  monarchs 
who  had  married  their  subjects,  and 
thirty  others  whose  great  alliances  had 
rendered  them  miserable :  so  true  it 
is,  that,  when  the  heart  adopts  an  ir- 
regular passion,  the  sophistry  of  per- 
verted understanding  soon  furnishes 
it  with  reasons  for  its  nourishment. 
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LETTER  XLVII. 

PROM    OLIVIA. 

IN  the  first  period  of  our  acquaint- 
ance, a  little  manuscript  volume, 
which  I  made  the  repository  of  those 
fugitive  thoughts,  the  spontaneous 
result  of  adventitious  feeling  or  acci- 
dental situation,,  attracted  your  no- 
tice ;  you  expressed  a  wish  to  have  a 
eopy  of  it,  and  I  promised  that  you 
should.  The  circumstance  has  pro- 
bably escaped  your  memory,  but  the 
pride  it  excited  was  sufficient  to 
cherish  its  existence  in  mine:  you 
will  therefore  do  me  the  favour  to  ac- 
cept of  it,  and  at  once  flatter  the 
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vanity  of  an  author,  and  gratify  the 
feelings  of  a  friend.  To  catch  the 
idea  rising  in  my  mind,  and  to  em- 
body it,  had  so  early  methodized  into 
habit,  that  I  can  scarcely  trace  back 
the  moment  when  I  first  adopted  a 
pursuit,  not  wholly  destitute  of  im- 
provement, if  to  know  one's  self  is 
the  first  lesson  recommended  to  the 
study  of  human  nature.  And  yet,  let 
me  not  arrogate  a  faculty  which  the 
most  virtuous  have  not  laid  claim  to — 
the  wisest  dare  not :  I  never  directed 
my  thoughts  into  a  channel  which 
might  eventually  lead  to  self-investi- 
gation, and  consequently  to  self-cor- 
rection ;  I  rather  suffered  them  to 
direct  me,  to  lead  me  with  a  gentle 
?iolence  I  wished,  yet  could  not  re- 
sist, through  the  flowery  labyrinth  of 
imagination^  or  the  most  daring 
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heights  of  enthusiasm  ;  leaving  me 
visionary  where  they  should  have  left 
me  prudent ;  paradoxical,  where  they 
should  have  left  me  rational ;  and  too 
frequently  realizing  the  system  of 
Malbranche,  that  "  our  ideas  are  dis- 
tinct from  our  understanding,'* 
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LETTER  XLVIII. 

TO    OLIVIA. 

No,  Madam  ;  it  was  not  possible  I 
should  forget  a  request  prompted  by 
the  most  ardent  wishes ;  but  I  scarcely 
dared  to  hope  that  a  promise,  given 
with  a  very  careless  assent,  would 
escape  violation.  You  however  have 
taken  the  most  effectual  means  to 
punish  me,  for  supposing  you  a  mo- 
ment deficient  in  the  least  of  those 
minutiae  of  excellence,  which  may 
be  esteemed  the  minor  attributes  of 
virtue. 

I  received  your  little  volume  with 
the  same   devout  veneration  as   the 
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most  enthusiastic  disciple  of  the  sect 
of  Omar  would  the  sacred  production 
of  his  tutelar  angel  *  ;  and  the  little 
repository  of  Olivia's  thoughts  is  to 
me  ten  thousand  times  more  estimable, 
in  its  simple  blue  cover,  than  the 
Codex  Argenteus  of  Upsala,  with  its 
violet-coloured  leaves  and  silver  cha- 
racters, ever  was  to  its  possessor :  it 
shall  be  unto  me  as  a  talisman  to 
counteract  the  evils  of  my  fate ;  for 
in  its  pages  I  shall  seek  for  that  re- 
finement and  elevation  of  sentiment, 
which  shall  enable  me  to  rise  superior 
to  the  trials  of  common-place  life ; 
and,  still  more,  when  destiny  shall 
have  thrown  me  far,  very  far  from  its 
amiable  author ;  when  time  shall  have 

*  The  Koran,  supposed  to  have  been  written 
by  the  angel  Gabriel, 
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chilled  the  ardours  of  youth,  and 
blunted  the  vivacity  of  its  sensations  ; 
then  shall  this  little  volume  revive  the 
intercourse  of  soul  which  once  sub- 
sisted between  Olivia  and  her  friend  ; 
and  memory  give  back  to  the  mind 
the  visions  of  those  soothing  images 
it  once  dwelt  on  with  delight;  the 
warm  spring  of  imagination  shall  again 
flow  to  the  touch  of  happy  recollec- 
tion ;  and  the  heart  and  spirits, 
withered  and  shrunk  in  the  chilling 
apathy  of  sorrow  and  disappointment,, 
shall  expand  and  dilate  in  the  fond 
recollection  of  joys  which  are  no 
more. 
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LETTER  XLIX. 

I  HAVE  received  a  letter  from  Olivia. 
It  was  very  kind — but  it  was  the 
kindness  of  indifference — I  have  en- 
deavoured to  answer  her  in  her  own 
way — but  I  have  not,  I  fear, succeeded. 
— This  letter  was  accompanied  by  a 
small  packet :  unluckily,  the  Colonel 
and  Major  were  in  the  room  when 
the  servant  delivered  it:  I  immediately 
recognised  her  hand-writing  in  the 
superscription,  and  the  impression  of 
the  seal  was  Olivia's.  I  hurried  out 
of  the  room  to  peruse  it ;  but  not,  I 
fear,  before  the  two  brothers  had  ob- 
served my  agitation  ;  it  was  almost 
impossible  it  could  escape  them,  for 
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surprise  and  pleasure  rendered  it 
excessive :  after  all,  this  letter  was 
only  to  request  my  acceptance  of  a 
little  manuscript  book  of  poetical 
and  prosaic  fragments  she  had  half 
promised  me  some  time  back. — 
Alas  !  my  dear  friend,  this  little  mark 
of  attention,  almost  unexpected,  over- 
threw all  my  resolutions,  for  I  had 
made  some,  such  as  you  would  have 
approved  of;  it  revived  those  spirits 
which  gave  life  and  energy  to  my 
hopes,,  and  love  and  happiness  tri- 
umphed'over  the  ruins  of  reason  and 
prudence. 

I  aiu  now  reinsta.~d  in  all  my  pre- 
cious little  immunities  at  the  Abbey  ; 
but  as  I  am  conscious  that  I  can  only 
hold  my  inestimable  charter  by  a  pru- 
dence the  most  consummate,  I  be- 
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have  with  a  caution  so  profound,  that 
I  could  not  awaken  the  suspicions  of 
the  Colonel,  though  he  were  more 
jealous  than  a  superannuated  Turkish 
bashaw  :  in  short,  I  am  become  a 
perfect  Machiavel  in  love.  I  contrive 
to  pay  my  visits  at  the  Abbey  when  I 
know  he  is  elsewhere  engaged,  and 
frequently  refuse  an  invitation  to  din- 
ner, or  an  evening  party  there  before 
him  ;  yet  there  is,  at  times,  a  cool 
penetrating  glance  lurking  in  the  keen 
eye  of  this  phlegmatic  man,  .which 
overthrows  my  best-concerted  strata- 
gems, and  makes  me  feel,  that,  how- 
ever possible  it  may  be  to  counterfeit 
love,  it  is  impossible  to  conceal  it. 

This  morning  I  was  reading  Gua- 
rini  for  Olivia,  as  she  painted  hy 
my  side:  the  Colonel  entered  unex- 
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pectedly  ;  he  drew  a  chair,  and  sat 
opposite  to  us,  begging  he  might  not 
interrupt  me ;  for  he  knew  enough  of 
the  Italian  to  receive  very  great  plea- 
sure from  Guarini,  in  spite  of  the 
contempt  the  author  himself  testified 
for  his  own  productions.  I  wished  to 
excuse  myself,  but  was  obliged  to  go 
on.  I  had  just  begun  the  impassioned 
soliloquy  of  Amarilla  ;  and,  with  an 
emotion  I  could  not  repress,  read  the 
following  lines : 

*<  Perche  crudo  destine 

Ne  disunice  tu,  s'amorne  stringe  ? 

E,  tu  perche  ne  stringe, 

Si  ne  parte  il  destin  perfido  amor  *?" 


*  Why,  O  cruel  destiny !  hast  thou  divided 
us  whom  love  has  united  ?  and  thou,  O  trea- 
cherous love !  why  hast  thou  united  those 
whom  destiny  has  for  ever  separated  ? 
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I  involuntarily  read  the  passage 
twice;  Olivia  heaved  a  sigh,  "  rather 
imagined  than  perceived ;"  and  the 
blush  which  suffused  her  face,  was 
more  lively  than  the  tint  of  the  rose 
she  was  copying.  With  eager  de- 
light I  gazed  upon  that  blush,  flowing 
from  a  l^art  which  perhaps,  at  that 
moment,  throbbed  responsively  to 
in  inc. 

A  look  from  the  Colonel  awakened 
me  from  my  delirium  ;  his  heart- 
searching  glance  was  alternately  di- 
rected at  us  both  ;  yet,  with  a  com- 
posure, a  presence  of  mind,  it  is  im- 
possible he  could  assume,  he  said, 
"  That  is  indeed  a  charming  idea,  and 
it  is  with  reluctance  we  pay  our  tribute 
of  admiration  to  a  man  whose  life  was 
a  flat  contradiction  to  his  sentiments. 

VOL.  ii.  F 
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Guarmi,  the  most  admired  of  poets, 
was  the  worst  of  fathers,  of  friends; 
and  of  citizens ;  and,  strange  to  say, 
this  little  work,  every  line  of  which 
breathes  passion,  has  been  ranked,  by 
the  celebrated  Aubert  de  Mire,  among 
the  most  pious  works  of  the  age; 
conceiving  it,  from  its  title,  to  have 
been  a  treatise  on  the  duties  of  pas- 
tors." 

Is  it  possible  that  a  man  whose 
heart  was  agitated  by  the  least  pang 
of  jealousy  could  thus  declaim  upon 
the  merits  of  a  piece,  or  the  demerits 
of  an  author,  with  the  sententious 
accuracy  of  a  professional  critic  ?  No  ; 
I  cannot  think  that,  at  that  moment, 
he  harboured  a  suspicion  1  neither  can 
I  account  for  the  marked  expression 
of  his  penetrating  glance  ;  it  was  per- 


HEIRESS   OP   DESMOND.          JOS 


haps  only  the  phantom  of  a  very  sen- 
sitive conscience.  And  how  am  I  to 
account  for  thy  warm  blush,  and  the 
soft  sigh  which  accompanied  it,  my 
charming  Olivia  ! — Ah  !  I  would  ra- 
ther trace  them  to  their  final  cause, 
and  find  that  it  existed  in  myself, 
than  develope  the  most  complicated 
phenomenon  in  the  physical  or  moral 
world,  which  ever  puzzled  the  brain  of 
profound  philosophy.  Perhaps,  how- 
ever, it  is  as  well  as  it  is. 

"  Where  ignorance  is  bliss,  ft  is  folly  to  be 
wise." 

Certainty  might  destroy  a  thousand 
visionary  hopes  with  which  I  am  now 
feeding  my  heart. 
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LETTER  L. 

1  HE  Colonel  almost  lives  at  the  Ab- 
bey, and  I  sometimes  accompany  him, 
or  I  should  have  no  chance  of  seeing 
Olivia  ;  for  it  is  now  next  to  impos-, 
aibie  to  meet  her  alone  :  her  manner 
to  me  is  less  -playful,  kss  insinuating, 
but  not  less  cordial ;  and,  by  a  thou- 
sand little  endearing  efforts,  she  strives 
to  cement  a  friendship  between  two 
men,  who,  but  for  her,  had  pro- 
bably needed  no  such  effort.  I  cannot 
make  free  with  the  Colonel;  I  esteem 
him,  but  I  cannot  like  him,  and  yet 
I  am  sure  he  is  a  worthy  man.  How 
often,  while  .1  look  at  or  listen  to  him, 
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does  the  Epigram  of  Martial  to  Sa~ 
bidis  occur  to  my  mind  ! 

In  our  literary  or  sentimental  argu- 
ments, though  Olivia  sometimes  co- 
incides with  me,  she  always  acknow- 
ledges the  superiority  of  his  judgment, 
and  submits  to  his  opinion  with  such 
unaffected  meekness,  that,  in  spite  of 
the  evident  dissimilarity  of  their  minds, 
almost  persuades  me  she  loves  him  ; 
and  yet  can  a  mere  general  coinci- 
dence of  opinion,  independent  of  a 
perfect  congeniality  of  sentiment,  be 
a  permanent  ground  of  attachment  ? 
it  may  of  friendship,  but  I  doubt 
whether  it  can  of  love. 

Bayle,  Voltaire,   Bolingbroke,  and 
Hume,  are  always  with  Colonel  L        • 
the  most  dangerous   of  writers,  and 
f  3 
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consequently  the  worst  of  citizens. 
You,  who  know  my  opinion  of  these 
authors,  will  easily  imagine  our  argu- 
ments run  high.  Olivia  generally 
preserves  an  armed  neutrality  on  these 
occasions ;  and,  when  her  timidity 
trembles  for  the  vehemence  of  my 
manner,  she  always  terminates  our 
dispute  by  some  little  bewitching  arti- 
fice, some  little  assertion,  in  which 
there  is  more  of  heart  and  feeling, 
than  cool  reflection  ;  and  delivered 
with  an  air  and  a  smile,  which  make 
me  forget  the  subject  we  discussed— •* 
every  thing  but  herself.  The  Colonel 
listens  to  her  with  an  attention  as  cool 
as  if  a  doctor  of  the  Sorbonne  was  de- 
livering a  Latin  thesis  ;  censures  or 
approves  with  the  air  of  a  professional 
critic,  and  weighs  the  justice  or  de~ 
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tects  the  fallacy  of  her  position,  witb 
the  sober  seriousness  of  a  judge. 

My  dear  friend,  this  man,  with  all 
his  profound  good  sense,  has  a  com- 
mon mind  :  and  his  character  may  not 
be  inaptly  compared  to  the  musical 
scale  of  the  Chinese ;  it  has  neither 
sharps  nor  flats  r  some  full  and  simple 
sounds  may  be  produced  from  its  vi- 
bration ;  but  you  would  in  vain  look 
for  those  tender  half-tones,  that  divine 
and  delicate  harmony,  which  sooth 
the  senses,  and  speak  to  the  very 
soul ! 
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LETTER  LI. 

ii<v.ERY  day  discovers  the  dissimilarity 
of  their  minds,  and  how  little  they 
were  formed  for  each  other :  it  is  in 
vain  to  conceal  it  from  you  ;  I  ob- 
serve it,  my  dear  friend,  with  ma- 
licious satisfaction. 

Yesterday  T  rambled  over  to  the 
Abbey ;  I  had  put  a  volume  of  the 
"  Nouvelle  Eloise"  in  my  pocket: 
this  was  my  excuse  :  I  had  promised 
it  to  her  some  time  back,  and  kept 
it  as  a  corps  du  reserve.  I  thought 
the  Colonel  had  gone  to  the  neigh- 
bouring town,  as  he  had  mentioned 
such  an  intention  at  breakfast ;  I 
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found  him  reading  to  Olivia  at  her 
working  table  ;  I  was  confused,  and 
immediately  presented  her  the  book, 
as  if  to  do  so  had  been  the  sole  cause 
of  my  visit ;  the  Colonel  took  the 
book  out  of  her  hand. 

"  And  you  are  going  to  peruse 
Eloisa  !"  said  he  gravely.  "  I  am 
going  to  reperuse  it,'*  replied  Olivia : 
"it  is  one  of  those  books  we  read 
with  avidity,  lay  by  with  regret,  and 
look  forward  with  delightful  anticipa- 
tion to  that  moment  when  we  shall 
again  read,  and  again  admire." 

"  There  are  errors,"  said  the  Co- 
lonel, with  increased  gravity,  "  which 
admit  of  no  excuse,  and  should  meet 
with  no  toleration.  To  be  warned  of 
a  danger,  and  yet  to  seek  it,  is  among 
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the  number  :  (  the  woman  who  reads 
this  book  is  lost,'  says  its  author;  and 
yet  you  find  it  in  the  hands  of  every 
woman  who  reads  at  all." 

t(  Let  us  consider  this  assertion," 
said  Olivia,  "  as  among  the  many 
paradoxes  which  clouded  the  genius 
of  Rousseau  ;  and,  J  believe,  oftener 
proceeded  from  nervous  irritability, 
and  the  pettishness  of  disappointed 
expectations,  than  from  intervals  of 
intellectual  weakness  or  mental  de- 
pravity. For  to  be  conscious  of  com- 
posing a  work  calculated  to  destroy 
the  virtue  and  happiness  of  one  half 
"  of  the  species,  and  to  write  it  in  a 
style  most  likely  to  seduce  that  half 
to  its  perusal,  is  an  act  too  contra- 
dictory to  the  general  tenour  of  Rous- 
seau's life  and  sentiments  to  obtain 
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credence  even  from  the  most  unthink- 
ing mind.  For  my  own  part,  if  I 
am  to  judge  of  the  general  tendency 
of  a  work  by  the  impression  it  makes 
on  myself,  I  know  of  no  work  which 
rises  higher  in  the  scale  of  morality 
than  the  one  in  question.  It  is  not 
by  repeating  the  word  virtue  that 
Rousseau  enforces  its  sentiments  ;  he 
steals  it  into  our  hearts,  and  leads  us 
to  embrace  its  principles  while  we 
fancy  we  are  only  admiring  the  style 
in  which  they  are  clothed.** 

"  His  style,"  said  the  Colonel,  "  is 
even  more  dangerous  than  his  prin- 
ciples :  it  is  that  which  betrays  you  to 
embrace  opinions  whose  evil  tendency 
is  concealed  beneath  the  graceful  dra- 
pery of  flowery  language ;  and  I  really 
believe  that  more  fair  unfortunates 
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have  been  made  by  his  sentimental 
sorcery,  than  by  the  undisguised  li-r 
bertinism  of  a  Sedley  or  a  Wilmot. 
How  many  women  are  there  who 
would  prefer  being  the  elegant,  the 
impassioned,  the  highly  gifted,  but 
criminal  Eloisa,  to  the  formal,  unin- 
teresting, but  virtuous  Clarissa  !  Vice 
is  never  so  irresistible  in  its  example, 
as  when  wit,  talents,  and  sentiment, 
lend  their  charms  to  its  decoration." 

"  Good  Heavens !"  exclaimed  I, 
fe  and  can  you  name  vice  and  Eloisa 
in  a  breath  ?" 

"  It  is  perhaps  difficult,"  said  he, 
"  to  define  the  precise  limits  of  vice 
and  virtite ;  but  Eloisa  was  certainly 
guilty  in  an  instance,  which,  con- 
sidered relatively  with  regard  to  it 
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effects  on  society,  must  be  termed 
crime.  If  virtue  were  so  arbitrary  in 
its  nature  as  to  be  estimated  only  by 
circumstance  and  situation,  even  the 
most  guilty  might  produce  some  ex- 
tenuation of  their  crime ;  but  the 
conduct  of  an  individual  is  to  be 
judged  by  those  laws,  which  society 
has  framed  for  the  preservation  of  its 
well-being  and  general  happiness ;  and 
according  to  their  fiat,  Eloisa  was  not 
innocent." 

Only  to  listen  to  this  Ipver,  this 
bridegroom,  arguing  on  the  impru- 
dence of  an  ardent  passion,  with  the 
cool  sagacity  of  an  ancient  Bramin,  or 
Stoic  philosopher  !  I  could  not  help 
repeating  from  Alamanni  with  a  smile, 
which  Olivia  slily  returned; 
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"  Chi  vuol  dar  legge  a  lamorosa  node, 
Non  sa  ben  qual  sia  la  sua  natura." 

"  That  sentiment,  Mr.  St.  Glair," 
said  the  Colonel,  coldly,  "  is  more 
poetical  than  moral." 

This  man  has  always  plain  common 
sense  on  his  side ;  he  argues,  he 
never  feels,  and  there  is  sometimes 
no  replying  to  him.  I  was  silent ; 
but  Olivia  saw  what  passed  within  my 
mind,  and  a  look  from  her  restored 
me  to  myself. 

"  And  yet,"  said  I,  "  a  moral  may 
be  drawn,  even  from  the  imputed 
crime  of  Eloisa;  for,  if  the  magnani- 
mity, the  piety,  the  more  than  mas- 
culine mind  of  this  superior  woman, 
were  not  proof  against  a  temptation 
too  heedlessly  embraced,  and  an  un- 
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warrantable  confidence  in  her  own 
powers  of  resistance ;  does  it  not,  to 
weaker  minds*,  and  stronger  passions, 
inculcate  the  necessity  of  flight  from 
the  very  first  approach  of  a  pleasing 
error,  which  may  eventually  terminate 
in  vice  ?  The  first  step,  however 
remote  from  the  central  point  of 
criminality,  though  not  always  de- 
cisive, is  to  be  feared;  and  he  who 
demonstrates  that  the  first  deviation 
from  right,  in  even  the  worthiest 
characters,  may  terminate  in  conse- 
quences, fatal  to  themselves,  and  in- 
jurious to  society,  does  as  much 

*  In  St.  Clair,  as  in  many  other  young 
people  in  their  first  involvement  in  error,  the 
sense  of  right  had  survived  this  adherence  to 
its  precepts;  and  the  conduct  of  the  man  was 
an  evident  contradiction  to  the  theory  of  the 
dialectician, 
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service  to  the  cause  of  morality,  as  he 
who  draws  a  faultless  standard  for  the 
imitation  of  mankind,  and  colours  the 
finished  picture  with  lights  and  tints 
beyond  the  most  lively  glow  of  human 
perfection." 

Olivia  had  thrown  by  her  work, 
and  listened  to  me  with  the  most  pro- 
found attention  ;  while  the  Colonel, 
fixing  his  keen  eye  on  my  face,  made 
me  feel  that  "  conscience  does  make 
cowards  of  us  all  ;"  for  I  was  glad  to 
digress  a  little  from  the  subject,  and 
added, 

"  Much,  I  believe,  of  the  illiberal 
criticism  which  was  aimed  at  Rous- 
seau, was  levelled  rather  at  the"  author 
than  his  work.  He  who  rises  up  to 
demolish  confirmed  prejudices  and 
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undermine  received  opinions,  will 
excite  against  him  the  ignorant  and 
the  prejudiced  ;  and  that,  I  believe, 
constitutes  the  aggregate  of  mankind; 
yet  it  is  certain  that  when  he  speaks 
of  virtue,  it  is  with  a  copiousness,  an 
energy,  which  can  proceed  only  from 
the  heart.  He  considers  right  and 
wrong,  not  in  their  individual  effect, 
but  in  their  abstract  and  invariable 
state ;  and,  master  of  the  passions, 
he  traces  them  through  all  their  mo- 
dified forms  and  combinations ;  but 
when  he  speaks  of  love,  it  is  with  a 
refinement,  a  sensibility,  which  marks 
the  interval  between  the  frigid  senti- 
ments and  common-place  attentions 
of  mere  gallantry  and  simple  pre- 
ference, and  the  sublimity  of  that 
ennobling  passion,  which  he,  with 
so  much  delicacy,  yet  with  so  much 
animation,  unfolds.  Goethe  alone 
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is  worthy  of  rivalling  Rousseau  on 
this  subject ;  and  I  compassionate 
the  man  who  is  not  transported  with 
the  beauty  of  their  style,  when  they 
touch  o'er  the  affections,  the  passions, 
the  feelings  of  the  human  heart.'* 

Olivia  had  resumed  her  work,  and 
I  observed  her  colour  increase  as  I 
spoke;  while  the  Colonel  said,  "  You 
would  have  done  well  to  have  con- 
fined your  panegyric  to  their  style ; 
its  magic  is  undeniable ;  but  its  in- 
fluence is  transient  when  reason  and 
reflection  are  suffered  to  exert  their 
powers  :  then  Goethe  fails  to  palliate 
suicide,  and  Rousseau  to  extenuate 
seduction  :  then  Werter  appears  to  us 
the  unhappy  victim  of  ungovernable 
passions,  whose  example  is  the  more 
dangerous  from  the  prepossessing 
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amiability  of  his  character;  and. St. 
Preux,  as  the  betrayer  of  innocence, 
and  the  violator  of  every  law  of  hospi- 
tality. For  my  own  part,  I  will  can- 
didly own,  if  I  had  a  young  friend, 
whose  studies  I  was  anxious  to  direct, 
the  authors  in  question  would  be  the 
last  I  should  recommend  to  her  per- 
usal.'* 

"  There  is  certainly  a  description 
of  mind,"  said  Olivia,  with  warmth, 
"  which  might  warrant  such  a  pro- 
hibition ;  a  mind  whose  principles  are 
not  fixed,  whose  character  is  not 
formed,  and  whose  passions  are  ar- 
dent and  flexible :  but  surely  a  prin- 
ciple of  intrinsic  excellence  cannot 
lose  its  value,  because  it  is  possible  to 
draw  false  conclusions  from  it;  and 
if  you  measure  the  merit  of  a  work 
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l>y  the  effect  it  may  produce  on  the 
ignorant  and  the  weak,  I  am  afraid 
there  are  not  many  which  will  escape 
the  fiat  of  your  prohibition  ;  I  doubt 
if  even  your  favourites,  Pamela,  Cla- 
rissa, or  Sir  Charles  Grandison,  will 
be  able  to  secure  a  saving  clause  in 
their  favour.  There  are  no  authors  I 
read  with  more  delight  than  Goethje 
and  Rousseau  ;  they  speak  to  my 
heart,  they  enlarge  my  ideas,  they  li- 
beralize my  mind,  and  they  strength 
en  those  bonds  of  philanthropy  which 
bind  me  to  my  fellow-creatures." 

"  But  you  are  unique"  said  the 
Colonel,  with  a  smile.  I  do  not 
think  he  meant  this  as  a  sarcasm  : 
there  is  an  unconscious  air  of  supe- 
riority about  Olivia,  which  bids  de- 
fiance to  violation  ;  yet  when,  a  ma- 
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•ment  after,  I  turned  round  to  take  my 
leave,  a  tear  gleamed  in  the  eye  which 
avoided  mine.  You  cannot  conceive 
my  feelings  at  that  moment:  the  Co- 
lonel was  deliberately  setting  hrs  watch 
by  a  little  French  timepiece  hang- 
ing over  the  chimney.  A  pause  of 
a  minute  ensued;  at  last  Olivia  raised 
her  melting  eyes  to  mine,  and  their 
glance  spoke.  Happily  the  old  gen- 
tleman entered  at  that  instant,  and 
his  cheerful  cordiality  terminated  a 
silence  and  a  situation  equally  distress- 
ing. He  pressed  us  both  to  stay  din- 
ner :  the  Colonel  pleaded  an  engage- 
ment ;  and  I,  who  had  no  such  ex- 
cuse to  make,  could  not  resist  the 
entreaties  of  the  Baronet,  and  the 
t>olicitatig|  of  my  wishes.  In  the 
evening,  when  the  Baronet  was  en- 
gaged with  the  parson  at  backgam- 
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,  and  I  was  leaning  over  the  back 
of  Olivia's  chair  at  the  piano-forte, 
she  turned  the  conversation  to  that 
of  the  morning :  "  I  believe,'*  said 
she,  "  I  did  nfct  take  the  Colonel's 
compliment  in  the  sense  he  meant 
it," 

fs  If  you  took  it  in  an  unkind 
one,"  said  I,  "  I  am  sure  you  did 
not." 

"  And  yet,"  said  she,  musing,  t(  I 
thought  his  countenance  wore  an  air 
of  sarcasm :  but  it  must  have  been 
mere  imagination.  He  is  so  worthy 
a  soul,  that  I  believe  him  incapable 
of  wounding  the  feelings  of  any  hu- 
man being ;  and  so  phlegmatic  a  one, 
that  I  do  not  think  it  possible  "to  irri- 
tate him  to  a  poignant  reply  j  he  may 
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fcave  the   wit,   but  he  has  not   the 
energy  to  make  one," 

tf  A  panegyric  and  a  sarcasm  in  a 
breath,"  said  I,  smiling. 

"  Oh  !  I  do  not  mean  it  as  such. 
I  know  him  to  be  the  best  of  men ; 
-and  it  is  certain  that  there  was  a  great 
deal  of  truth  in  what  he  advanced : 
for,  though  I  sometimes  oppose  his 
opinions  as  repugnant  to  my  own 
feelings,  yet  I  look  up  to  them  with 
Reference,  as  proceeding  from  a  good 
heart  and  from  a  sound  judgment, 
totally  free  from  the  influence  of  the 
passions  :  but  he  should  have  been 
born  a  hundred  years  back — and  you, 
St.  Clair,  you  should  have  been  born 
a  hundred  years  hence ;  then  you 
would  be  understood,  now  you  are 
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only  guessed  at.  You  have  got  in 
advance  with  your  species,  and  your 
sentiments  are  not  those  of  the  pre- 
sent day,  but  of  times  yet  to  come. 

"  There  is  just  this  difference  be- 
tween you  and  Colonel  L  :  you 
fed,  he  argues ;  you  love  to  trace  an 
effect  to  its  remotest  cause,  to  seek  the 
source  of  truth  under  the  most  com- 
plicated appearances ;  to  read  human 
nature,  not  through  the  medium  of 
others,  but  by  the  light  of  your  own 
mind,  and  to  embrace  every  derelic- 
tion from  established  custom  or  doat- 
ing  prejudice,  which  reason  points 
out  and  virtue  sanctions.  He  loves 
to  support  received  opinions,  which 
time  has  sanctioned  and  experience 
approved,  to  inveigh  against  all  inno- 
vation, and  to  conceive  the  antiquity 


of  a  system  is  the  best  proof  of  its 
infallibility.  You,  more  feelingly  alive 
c  to  each  fine  impulse,*  have  more 
sensibility,  more  imagination ;  and 
your  joys,  more  exquisite,  more 
poignant,  are  far  beyond  even  his 
power  of  conception.  He  is,  I  be- 
lieve, the  wiser  man,  perhaps  the 
happier,  and  certainly  the  most  pru- 
dent ;  but  I  would  rather  be  you.*' 

Oh,  the  seduction  of  this  unstudied 
flattery !  Where  now  was  my  pru- 
dence, my  resolution  ?  Olivia  read 
in  my  countenance  all  which  was  pass- 
ing in  my  soul ;  and,  turning  round 
to  the  instrument,  she  played  that 
sweet  and  melancholy  air  with  which 
she  first  charmed  my  soul,  and  which, 
she  weH  (tpows,  always  sooths  the  per- 
turbation of  iny  mind  and  spirits.  She 
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soon  participated  in  the  effects  she 
meant  to  produce  on  me,  and,  suffer- 
ing the  strain  to  die  away,  we  both 
Temained  silent. — There  is  a  magic  in 
this  description  of  silence  it  is  impos- 
sible to  define,  and  I  never  truly  felt 
its  force  but  in  her  society. 

It   has   most    frequently    occurred 
when  we  have  been  listening  to  a  pe- 
culiar style  of  music,  conversing  on 
some  object  which  came  home  to  our 
hearts  ;  or  when  we  have  laid  down  a 
book  in  silent  delight  at  some  passage 
it  contained.     In   proportion   as  the 
soul  is  sensibly   touched,    the   mind 
loses    the   power   to   comment,    and 
silence     becomes     eloquence     itself. 
There  is  also  a  certain   point  of  feel- 
ing and  emotion  which  even  a  breath 
destrovs :  it  is  one  of  those  nice  and 
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fine  movements  of  the  soul  which  the 
true  Epicurean  in  sentiment  alone 
knows  how  to  foster  and  enjoy. 

The  faculty  of  speech  can  only  fol* 
low  the  heart  and  imagination  to  a 
certain  degree  ;  and  the  feelings,  when 
raised  to  their  acme  of  enthusiasm  and 
power,  scorn  the  aid  the  proudest  elo- 
quence can  give  as  inadequate  to  their 
expresssion. 

"  It  is  extraordinary,"  said  Olivia, 
the  other  day,  in  answer  to  some  ob- 
servation I  had  made,  "  that  many  of 
the  sentiments  which  fall  from  your 
lips,  seem  as  if  you  had  stolen  them 
from  mine  ;  and  I  am  at  a  loss  to  re- 
collect when  I  made  such  and  such 
remarks  as  I  hear  you  accurately  re- 
peat ;  so  perfect  is  the  coincidence  of 
G  2 
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our  reflections,  so  strong  is  the  sym- 
pathy which-  •  •"  She  stopped  ab- 
ruptly, and  blushed.  With  such  an 
opening,  common -place  gallantry 
would  have  been  eloquent ;  1  would 
not  have  spoken  for  the  world :  we 
both  remained  silent.  Situated  as 
we  are,  how  dangerous  are  these 
silences ! 
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FHOM  my  first  introduction  to  Major 

L ,  I  observed  certain  inimicalities 

in  our  dispositions  which  bid  defiance 
to  an  intimate  connexion,  and  there- 
fore  I  did  not  seek  it,  while  he  evi- 
dently avoided  it.  He  even  sometimes 
affects  to  treat  me  with  pointed  acri- 
mony, which  I  return  with  interest ; 
and,  in  general  conversation,  he  op- 
poses me  in  every  argument  with  that 
decided  air  of  conscious  infallibility, 
which  is  ever  the  concomitant  of  ig- 
norance, and  consequently  with  a 
warmth  and  vehemence  which  always 
gives  me  an  advantage.  A  circum- 
stance has  occurred,  however,  which 
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must  render  him  my  enemy,  or  se- 
cure him  my  friend,  according  to  the 

influence  whtfch  virtue  holds  over  his 

» 

mind,  or  vice  over  his  passions. 

By  a  circumstance  the  most  acci- 
dental, I  was  the  fortunate  instrument 
of  rescuing  a  young  female  from  the 
life  of  infamy  and  misery  the  Major 
was   preparing  for    her ;    and   I  was 
equally  successful  in  liberating  a  young 
man,  who  was  on  the  point  of  being 
married  to  her,  whom  the  Major  had 
caused  to  be  fraudulently  enlisted,   in 
order  to  facilitate   the  attainment  of 
the  object  of  his  illicit  passion.    They 
were  both   in   the  humblest  walk  of 
life  :  the  girl  is  handsome  and  modest; 
the  lad,  honest  and  industrious  ;  and 
I  had  the  pleasure   of  seeing   them 
united,  yesterday,  by  the  rector  of  the 
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parish.  Olivia  has  taken  them  under 
her  protection,  without  knowing  more 
of  their  story,  than  that  they  have 
been  attached  for  many  years,  ami 
have  supported  the  m'ost  unblemished 
characters  of  any  young  people  in  the 
neighbourhood  :  this  she  has  done  on 
my  recommendation.  In  short,  my 
dear  friend,  I  am  convinced  that  when 
we  enter  strenuously,  and  with  alf  our 
hearts  and  souls,  into  the  cause  of 
virtue  and  justice,  however  limited 
our  powers  or  moderate  our  abilities, 
we  shall  scarcely  fail  of  crowning  our 
endeavours  with  success. 

My  conduct,  which  at  first  seemed 
to  surprise  the  Major,  would  certain- 
ly have  been  productive  of  very  se- 
rious consequences,  had  not  this  un- 
principled young  man  dreaded  the 
G  4 
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affair  getting  air,  as  it  was  attended 
by  some  circumstances  of  the  blackest 
turpitude,  and  injuring  him  with  his 
father,  with  whom  he  is  now  using 
every  means  to  liquidate  debts  which 
he  has  incurred  to  a  very  large  amount. 

He  accused  me  with  very  great  ve- 
hemence for  the  part  I  had  taken  in  a 
business  which  did  not  in  the  least 
concern  me.  I  defended  myself  with 
the  energy  of  a  man  who  is  supported 
by  the  consciousness  of  having  acted 
rightly  ;  and,  after  an  altercation  car- 
ried on  with  great  impetuosity  0n  both 
sides,  he  parted  from  me,  uttering  in 
a  tone  of  acrimony,  "  Since  you  have 
taken  on  you  the  character  of  a  cen- 
sor, beware  of  your  own  conduct,  Mr. 
St.  Clair ;  you  may  be  fallible  in  the 
very  point  on  which  you  have  con- 
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demned  me."  Ah,  my  dear  friend  ! 
that  was  touching  on  a  chord  which 
vibrated  to  my  very  soul !  I  am  in- 
deed fallible,  most  fallible ;  and  were 
both  our  conducts  analyzed  by  the 
eye  of  the  scrutinous  moralist,  per- 
haps my  haughty  relative  would  not 
carry  the  pre-eminence  in  vice.  The 
object  of  both  our  passions  was  the 
promised  bride  of  another* ;  and  if 
the  persona)  virtue  of  one  would  have 
fallen  a  sacrifice  to  illicit  passion,  what 
a  risk  might  not  the  intellectual  parity, 

*  "  Conscience  dictates  that  we  ought  rvot 
to  treat  men  disrespectfully,  that  we  ought  not 
causelessly  to  alienate  their  affectiomfrom  Qthw, 
and  that  in  general  we  ought  to  forbear  what- 
ever may  tend  to  break  their  peace  of  mind,  or 
tend  to  unqualify  them  for  being  good  men  and 
good  citizens." 

HOME'S  Sketches  of  Morality,  vol.  ii.  p.  291- 
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the  mental  peace  of  the  other  incur  ! 
Happily,  both  have  escaped  unsullied; 
nor  can  I  accuse  myself  of  having 
taken  any  obvious  and  direct  means 
to  secure  a  return  to  that  passion, 
\vhich,  ardent  and  all -pervading,  is 
mingled  with  every  emotion  of  my 
sotil,  and  blended  with  every  atom  of 
my  frame. 

I  was  in  hopes  that,  when  cool  re- 
flection succeeded  to  the  first  fervour 
of  resentment  and  disappointment  in 
the  breast  of  the  Major,  he  would  see 
my  conduct  in  its  true  light ;  but  I 
am  sorry  to  tell  you,  it  has  produced 
a  very  contrary  effect  from  what  I 
either  expected  or  intended.  I  fear 
this  mistaken  young  man  shrinks  from 
me,  in  the  fancied  inferiority  of  vice ; 
but  his  deviation  has  bound  me  to 
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•  him  by  the  only  tie  of  sympathy  that 
could  unite  us — mutual  frailty  ! 

Gracious  Heaven  !  is  it  for  man, 
weak  man,  trembling  in  the  con- 
sciousness of  his  own  imbecility,  to 
bear  down  upon  the  tottering  steps  of 
his  weaker  brother  ?  and  should  not 
every  generous  sluice  of  pity  and  to- 
leration be  opened  in  his  bosom,  for 
the  fallibility  of  that  creature  whose 
nature  he  wears,  in  whose  frailties  he 
participates,  and  to  whose  errors  he  is 
liable  ?  Atoms  that  we  are  in  the 
boundless  space  of  the  creation,  sur- 
rounded by  mystery,  involved  in 
uncertainty  ;  knowing  not  whence 
we  came,  or  whither  we  shall  go ; 
beings  of  an  instant ;  with  all  our 
powers,  all  our  energies  hastening  to 
decay  ! — is  it  for  us,  my  dear  friend, 
G  6 
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to  assume  the  right  of  umpire,  and 
refuse  that  mercy  to  each  other,  which 
we  all  look  for  in  common,  to  Him 
who  is  himself  perfection  ? 

For  rny  own  part,  irr  proportion  as 
the  weakness  of  my  nature  unfolds 
to  the  power  of  temptation,  I  become 
slow  to  condemn  the  actions  of  others; 
and,  though  I  lament  their  effects,  I 
dare  not  condemn  them,  while  igno- 
rant of  the  passions  which  instigated, 
the  circumstances  which  impelled,  and 
the  opportunity  which  seduced. 

It  was  tbfi  opinion  of  a  philosopher, 
that  "  he  who  hates  vice  hates  man- 
kind ;"  and,  indeed,  the  web  of  life 
is  such  a  *'  mingled  yarn  of  good  and 
ill  together,"  such  a  compound  of  so- 
cial and  dissocial  passions,  that  even 
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the  best  may  sometimes  stand  in 
need  of  the  toleration  of  the  most 
indifferent  of  mankind,  and  even  the 
worst  may  sometimes  extort  the  esteem 
of  the  most  perfect. 

I  really  think  the  probity  of  Fabri- 
cius,  the  justice  of  Aristides,  or  the 
patriotism  of  Regulus,  never  excited 
warmer  emotions  of  admiration  in  my 
breast,  than  the  liberality,  the  philan- 
thropy of  Alticus,  who,  unswayed  by 
party,  unbiassed  by  interest,  could  at 
the  same  time  honour  the  opposite 
virtues   and   talents  of  Pompey  and 
Cassar,  Tully  and  Cato,  Augustus  and 
Brutus  ;  honouring  their  virtues  as  a 
philosopher,  and  feeling  far  their  vices 
as  a  man.     I  can  only  say  in  answer 
to  your  last  letter,  that  you  argue  like 
one 
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"         who  never  felt 

Th'  impatient  throbs  and  longings  of  a  heart 
That  pants  and  reaches  after  distant  good." 

It  would  now  be  more  dangerous 
to  fly  than  to  remain.  Absence  is 
always  favourable  to  true  love,  and 
fatal  only  to  those  spurious  emotions 
which  assume  its  name.  An  enforced 
removal  from  the  object  of  our  pas- 
sion touches  the  sentiment  with  some- 
thing heavenly,  especially  in  the  cli- 
macteric of  its  existence.  The  pre- 
sence of  her  we  , love,  bewitches  us 
with  all  that  can  please  in  woman  ; 
but  absent  from  her,  her  idea  raises 
us  to  the  sensibility  of  angels. 

It  is  Rousseau,  I  think,  who  men- 
tions a  lover  that  left  his  mistress  for 
the  purpose  of  thinking  of  her ;  and 
Fontaine,  who  always  spoke  from  a 
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perfect  knowledge  of  the  human  heart, 
tell  us, 

"  La  defense  est  une  charme  on  dit  qu'elle 

assaissonne 
L«s  plaisirs,  et  surtout  ceux  que  1'amour  nous 

donne." 

No,  my  dear  friend,  I  cannot  for 
the  present  accept  your  friendly  invi- 
tation ;  but  I  am  not  the  less  flattered 
by  the  kindness  which  prompted  it. 
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LETTER  L1II. 

MY  fate  is  hastening  to  a  climax. 
Olivia  is  to  be  married  in  less  than 
three  weeks :  all  this  Is  what  I  ex- 
pected, but  I  expected  it  as  the  world 
does  death  ;  I  knew  it  was  inevitable, 
yet  lived  as  if  it  were  never  to  arrive  ! 

You  can»  form  no  judgment  of  the 
misery  which  preys  on  me  ;  your 
equable  temperament  and  phlegmatic 
mind  are  exempt  from  that  excess  of 
feeling,  which  can  elevate  to  the  most 
remote  extreme  of  bliss,  or  sink  to 
the  last  abyss  of  wretchedness.  You 
tell  me,  that  my  passion,  by  its  very 
nature,  rfvust  be  transient,  for  it  is 
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violent  and  hopeless  ;  but  you  appre- 
ciate it  by  common  maxims,  and  judge 
of  me  by  common  men.  You  talk 
of  love  as  a  youthful  appetite,  not  a 
serious  and  overwhelming  passion : 
and  you  tell  me  I  may  nourish  the 
propensity,  while  I  resign  the  idea  of 
her  who  inspired  it. 

Oh  !  you  fortunate  and  susceptible 
beings  !  in  whose  breasts  the  fir,st 
emotion  of  nature  is  love ;  who,  ac- 
customed to  its  power,  can  retain  the 
passion,  while  you  successively  change 
its  object. ;  it  is,  indeed,  to  you  a  se- 
ries of  Itght  and  pleasing  emotions; 
nor  does  the  apprehension  of  its  fu- 
ture termination  embitter  the  enjoy- 
ment of  its  existing  delights :  but  a 
heart  like  mine,  destined  to  love  but 
once,  and  to  concentrate  the  whole 
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force  of  its  tenderness  in  the  passion 
with  which  it  throbs,  for  one  only  ob- 
ject— it  is,  indeed,  a  powerful  and 
overwhelming  sentiment,  and  its  mi- 
sery is  derived  from  its  unalterable 
durability.  My  dear  friend,  does  not 
our  power  to  resist  a  prevailing  passion 
arise  from  the  frequency  of  our  trials  ? 
but  where  that  passion,  for  the  first 
time,  seizes  on  our  souls,  without 
experience  to  guide  us,  we  resist 
not,  we  oppose  not,  and  are  subdued 
by  its  tyranny. 

Robed  in  the  sacred  stole  of  divi- 
nity, without  power,  without  tempta- 
tion, behold  the  youthful  Helioga- 
balus  dispensing  the  benefits  of  the 
deity  he  served,  in  the  temple  of 
Emesa,  the  emanations  of  divinity 
beaming  in  the  beauty  of  his  cor.n- 
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tenance ;  but  removed  from  the  altar 
to  the  empire  of  the  world,  the  slum- 
bering passions  wake  into  life,  and 
prove  their  wretched  vtctim  a  monster 
of  folly,  cruelty,  and  sensuality. 

You  tell  me,  passion  should  be  com- 
bated by  passion.  Alas  !  what  passion 
can  I  oppose  to  that  which  consumes 
me  ?  You  answer,  Glory.  Where 
is  it  now  to  be  found  ?  in  the  page  of 
the  Greek  or  Roman  historian,  or  the 
chivalric  deeds  of  a  Preux  chevalier  ? 
But  the  truth  is,  my  present  views  of 
conquest  extend  no  further  than  "  the 
rich  plunder  of  a  taken  heart."  A 
taken  heart !  arid  yet  I  once  thought 
— but  it  is  over — the  shadow  of  a  va- 
pour was  not  more  transient,  nor  more 
unsubstantial  ;  the  sunbeam  which 
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precedes  the  horrors   of  the  storm 
was  not  brighter  nor  more  delusive. 

Oh,  Olivia !  Olivia  !  you  have  not 
used  me  well ;  you  have  smiled  me 
into  misery,  and  have  presented  to  my 
eager  lip  that  cup  of  seeming  bliss, 
whose  poisonous  but  delicious  draught 
is,  at  this  moment,  circulating  its 
venom  through  every  artery  in  my 
heart. 
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LETTER  LIV. 

1  HAVE  entirely  given  over  my  visits 
at  the  Abbey,  and  had  not  seen  Olivia 
till  to-day,  when  every  person,  of  any 
distinction,  in  the  neighbourhood  dined 
at  the  Castle.     I  watched  for  the  Ba- 
ronet's carriage  for  an  hour  before  it 
appeared  ;  the  Colonel,  I  believe,  was 
similarly   occupied ;    for   he  flew   to 
meet  it,  and  almost  lifted  her  out,  as 
if  the  earth  was  unworthy  of  the  pres- 
sure of  her  foot.     My  foolish  heart 
throbbed  with  such  delight  when  I  be- 
held her,  as  if  I  had  not  seen  her  for 
an  age  i  yet  it  is  not  more  than  a  week 
—and  is  not  that  an  age  in  the  calen- 
dar of  love?  She  looked  up  at  the  win- 
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dow  where  I  was  standing,  and  bowed, 
while  the  Colonel  was  waiting  at  the 
carriage  door ;  she  seemed  to  forget 
that  he  was — and  I  for  a  moment  for- 
got him  too. 

When  I  entered  the  drawing-  room 
he  was  seated  by  her,  and  she  appear- 
ed, I  thought,  engrossed  by  his  at- 
tentions, which  were  more  airy,  more 
winning,    more   fascinating,    than   I 
had  ever  beheld  them,  and  such  as  no 
woman  could  receive  with  indifference: 
he  indeed  seldom  condescends  to  trifle, 
yet  he  can  do  it  with  spirit,  and  even 
grace ;  and  every  woman  in  the  room 
seemed  to  be  of  the  same  opinion,  for 
every  eye  was  fixed  on  him.     I  never 
saw  him  look  so  well ;  he  was  dressed 
in  full  uniform  ;    his  countenance  was 
animated,   and    health    and    pleasure* 
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glowed  on  his  cheek.  I  stood  at  a 
.little  distance  from  them,  and  a  large 
mirror  reflected  the  whole  group. 
What  a  contrast  did  the  splendour  of 
his  dress,  the  gaiety  of  his  air,  the 
health  and  happiness  of  his  appear- 
ance, present  to  the  deep  mourning 
of  my  habiliments,  the  wan  and  pallid 
cast  of  my  complexion,  and  the  gloomy 
look  of  hopeless  despair  which  shaded 
my  countenance!  Every  one  was  con- 
versing with  a  friend  or  an  acquaint- 
ance— I  stood  alone!  TheCoIonel  was 
fastening  Olivia's  bracelet :  he  took 
an  opportunity,  when  unobserved,  to 
kiss  her  hand  before  he  relinquished  it. 
Olivia  blushed  and  smiled,  as  she  used 
sometimes  to  smile  on  me ;  then  her 
eyes  met  mine,  and  I  think  her  .co- 
lour faded  ;  she  observed  my  wretched 
appearance,  and  felt  for  me.  I  could 
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support  it  no  longer ;  my  temples 
throbbed  with  violence,  a  dead  weight 
pressed  on  my  heart,  and  I  retired,  un- 
perceived  by  any  but  Olivia  :  her  eyes 
followed  me  to  the  door.  My  absence 
has  not  been  noticed,  for  dinner  is 
over,  and  no  inquiries  have  been  made 
for  me  While  I  am  writing  to  you 
from  the  open  window  of  my  solitary 
apartment,  the  busy  hum  of  pleasure 
and  conviviality  faintly  reaches  my  ears 
from  below  ;  the  air  which  breathes  on 
my  face  is  fragrant  and  renovating,  and 
the  agitation  of  my  spirits  subsides  to 
the  solemn  influence  of  the  hour.  It 
appears  to  me,  that  the  evenings  here, 
like  the  parting  summers  of  Auburn, 
"  their  lingering  bloom  delay  ;"  the 
first  star  which  glitters  in  the  west  is 
robbed  of  its  beamy  prerogative,  and 
the  sun  still  blushes  here,  when  a 
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little  more  southward  he  has  resigned 
his  influence  to  the  empire  of  night. 
Thus  the  soft  and  stilly  hour  I  love  so 
dearly  is  here  protracted ;  and,  while 
it  is  astronomically  accounted  for  by 
the  greater  obliquity  of  the  sun's  path 
to  the  ecliptic,  I  am  willing  to  believe 
that  Time,  who  is  constantly  commit- 
ting some  theft  on  my  happiness,  suf- 
fers a  lingering  hour  to  assume  that 
shadowy  twilight  drapery,  which  gives 
an  artificial  peace  to  my  soul,  for  the 
real  bliss  of  which  he  has  deprived  it. 

To  watch  the  gradationary  changes 
of  the  seasons,  which  even  a  single 
day  presents  us  with,  always  sheds  a 
solemn  pleasure  over  my  thoughts, 
purifies  and  refines  them.  The  sha- 
dows of  night  are  gathering  m ;  I 
throw  down  my  pen  to  watch  the 
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fading  light  of  the  setting  sun  ;  now 
he  sends  forth  a  single  beam  from  be- 
hind a  mass  of  clouds,  where,  en- 
throned in  dark  ness,  the  spirit  of  the 
storm  seems  to  preside.  The  moun- 
tains rejoice  in  the  momentary  beam, 
and  swell  on  the  sight  above  the  vapours 
which  ascend  in  graceful  columns 
from  their  rugged  sides  ;  bright,  yet 
misty,  is  their  appearance,  and  scarcely 
can  the  strained  eye  define  their  sum- 
mit from  the  illuminated  clouds  which 
float  around  them. 

Dear  mountains  !  how  often  have  I 
watched  the  rising  of  the  moon  which 
was  to  have  marked  your  awful  height  ! 
how  often  have  I  seen  its  mild  light 
sink  beneath  your  shade,  and  the  mists 
of  the  morning,  rising  in  light  vapours 
from  your  summit,  shed  their  dew 
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upon  the  valley  !     The  sun  dissipated 
those  vapours,  and  his  beams  exhaled 
that  dew  ;  but  many  suns  have  return- 
ed and  disappeared,  yet  the  cloud  still 
hangs  on  my  soul,  and   the  dew  of 
sorrow  still  trembles  in  my  eye.  These 
mountains  shelter  a  luxuriant  valley, 
which  embosoms  the  dwelling  of  Oli- 
via :  I  can  still  discern  it,  though  the 
shadow  of  the  mountains  has  almost 
obscured  the  view ;  but  its  fair  inha- 
bitant is  not  there,  and  am  I  under 
the  same  roof  with  her,  andyet  wretch- 
ed !  I  once  thought  that  impossible. 

Oh,  love  1  if  I  deplore  those  mature 
delights,  which  I  am  destined  never, 
never  to  experience,  still  more  do  I 
regret  those  refined,  those  pure  and 
innocent  pleasures,  which  ushered  in 
your  first  influence  over  my  heart ; 

H2 
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whien  rapture  dwelt  upon  the  wing  of 
fancy,  and  every  thought,  every  glance, 
every  word,  added  a  new  and  delicious 
throb  to  the  general  sensation  of  bliss 
which  thrilled  through  my  frame.  Me- 
teors of  a  moment,  ye  have  but  made 
my  "  darkness  visible!" 

I  have  been  this  hour  listening. in 
the  corridor  to  the  voice  of  Olivia ; 
every  song  was  followed  by  a  burst  of 
applause  :  the  silent  and  rapt  emotion 
with  which  I  listened  to  her  was  worth 
it  all.  Merciful  Heaven  !  this  cannot 
last  much  longer. 
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LETTER  LV. 

VVE  continue  to  meet,  but  it  is  hi 
society  only  ;  her  manner  is  changed ; 
there  is  not  the  least  remains  of  that 
sweet  reserve  which  she  used  some- 
times to  assume,  which  betrays  a  sense 
of  danger,  and  which  is  sure  to  en* 
courage  the  very  hope  it  is  artlessly 
meant  to  suppress.  There  is  an  ease, 
a  kindness,  a  compassion  in  her  man- 
ner, which  desolates  me.  Last  night, 
when  we  were  walking  through  the 
grounds,  she  had  the  imprudence, 
or  the  confidence — or,  call  it  what 
you  will,  to  draw  her  left  arm  through 
mine,  while  her  right  rested  on  the 
arm  of  the  Colonel.  She  talked  con- 
H  3 
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tinually  and  eloquently ;  sometimes 
addressing  him,  sometimes  rne  ;  but 
it  was  in  vain  ;  Jie  Colonel  was  silent 
and  reserved,  and  I  was  wholly  en- 
gaged in  framing  some  excuse  to 
escape  from  a  situation  the  most  irk- 
some of  my  life.  She  asked  me,  "  If 
I  were  not  well  ?"  I  looked  fully  at 
her,  and  resentfully ;  and  this  look 
covered  her  face  with  blushes.  I  felt 
a  malignant  pleasure  in  witnessing  the 
emotion  I  had  excited  ;  for  her  in- 
difference, whether  real  or  affected, 
drives  me  mad. 


IN    CONTINUATION. 

SINCE  our  last  walk  I  frequently 

.catch  her  fixed  and  serious  eye  spying 

thrcugh  my  eyes  into  my  soul,  as  if 
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to  discover  there  the  full  effect  of  her 
charms  ;  she  lias  read  my  heart,  and 
possessed  herself  of  my  secret.  It  is 
evident  she  has  discovered  the  full 
extent  of  my  folly  !  And,  though  it 
is  distraction  to  believe  it,  I  some- 
times think,  yes,  I  am  sometimes 
tempted  to  think  her  a  cold  vain 
woman,  who  secretly  enjoys  the  re- 
sult of  her  penetration,  and  triumphs 
in  the  despair  she  has  caused.  But 
were  it  possible  it  could  be  so,  she 
would  still  deceive  herself.  I  may  be 
pitied — but  I  can  never  be  despised  ; 
because  I  imposed  nothing,  from  a 
consciousness  of  my  own  merits  ;  and 
if  I  have  had  the  temerity  to  love  her, 
it  was  not  only  without  the  hope,  but 
almost  without  the  desire,  of  being 
loved  in  return^ 

H  4 
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Alas  !  it  is  not  the  least  of  my  suf- 
ferings, that  I  see  myself  with  her 
eyes,  and  that  her  dangerous  fami- 
liarity, her  tender  intimacy,  but 
plunges  rne  into  greater  humiliation. 
O  Heavens !  to  know  that,  were  we 
tnore  dangerous,  we  should  be  less 
endangered;  to  perceive  that  we  in- 
spire that  security  we  do  not  feel ! 


IN    CONTINUATION. 

A  PEW  evenings  back,  as  we  sat 
round  Olivia  at  her  h?rp,  listening  to 
some  of  those  beautiful  national  airs 
to  which  she  alone  gives  all  the  force 
and  expression  of  which  they  are  so 
susceptible,  she  repeated  to  us  some 
stanzas  written  and  composed  by  an 
unfortunate  young  man,  who,  ren- 
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dered  desperate  by  an  unsuccessful 
passion,  and  the  infidelity  of  a  wo- 
man he  adored,  formed  a  party  of 
outlaws,  who,  for  some  years,  infested 
the  southern  province  of  Ireland,  and, 
after  having  distinguished  himself  by 
many  traits  of  heroism  and  dauntless 
courage,  was  taken,  tried,  and  con- 
demned to  an  ignominious  death. 

This  little  tale,  though  told  briefly, 
and  with  simplicity,  yet  with  that 
manner  all  her  own,  by  which  the 
ear  speaks  to  the  passions  and  the 
feelings  of  her  auditors,  brought 
tears  to  every  eye.  Mine  were  con- 
cealed, for  my  head  rested  on  the 
back  of  her  chair.  After  a  few  mi- 
nutes silence,  she  said,  "  This  young 
man,  naturally  of  an  ardent  character,: 
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possessed  a  sufficiency  to  enable  him 

to  live  independently  of  labour,   but 

not  to  permit  him   to  mingle  in  the 

active  scenes  of  life,  where  variety  of 

pursuits  dulls  the  force  of  feeling,  by 

lessening  its   intensity  to  one  object ; 

and  his  passion  partook  of  that  vehe- 

,  mence  which   solitude  and   indolence 

give  to  every  sentiment  the  heart  or 

passions  nourish."     She  paused,  and 

then  seemed,  in  what  she  added,  to 

address  herself  particularly  to  me. 

"  Perhaps,"  she  continued  empha- 
tically, "  the  best  means  to  subdue 
the  agitations  of  the  heart,  is  not  to 
combat  the  object  which  awakens 
them,  bat  to  present  to  it  others, 
which  may  insensibly  wean  it  from 
,  the  bane  of  its  repose*"  : 
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I  raised  rny  eyes,  and  fixed  them 
on  her  with  a  look  intended  to  con- 
vince her  I  understood  the  application 
of  her  cold  and  phlegmatic  doctrine, 
and  said,  "  But  to  do  this,  requires 
an  effort  of  volition  :  we  must  de- 
sire to  banish  one  object  from  our 
thoughts,  and  to  embrace  another, 
before  we  can  seek  to  effect  the 
change  ;  but  if  such  a  desire  is  in- 
compatible with  the  feeling  which  go- 
verns us  ;  if  that  feeling  springs  from 
the  very  constitution  of  our  nature, 
operated  on  by  some  object  peculiarly, 
nay  exclusively  created  to  excite  and  la- 
engage  it ;  if  our  idea  of  all  human 
good  is  connected  with  its  possession, 
and  of  all  human  evil  with  its  priva- 
tion, it  is  fol'ly — it  is  ignorance  of  the 
laws  of  our  moral  nature,  to  think 
that  we  can  bend  our  will  to  destroy 
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that  which  our  will,  superior  to  our 
reason,  is  directed  to  attain.  Time 
may  soften — chance  may  divert  a 
dormant  sentiment — passion,  feeling, 
call  it  what  you  please  ;  but  no  vo-  "" 
luntary  effort  can  be  made,  while  it 
exists  in  all  its  vigour,  to  subdue 
or  to  destroy  its  influence  and  its  * 
power."  I  arose  as  I  spoke,  and  the 
little  party  which  encircled  her,  broke 
up  and  went  away  in  different  direc- 
tions. Olivia  remained  alone,  leaning 
on  her  harp,  in  a  fixed  and  motion- 
less attitude,  for  more  than  twenty 
minutes.  I  stood  gazing  on  her 
through  the  half-open  door  of  the 
anti-room.  At  last,  unable  to  resist 
the  impulse,  I  advanced  towards  her  ; 
but  she  started  away  and  left  the 
room  by  another  door;  yet  she  looked 
more  in  "  sorrow  than  in  anger ;" 
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and  when  I  approached  her  harp,  I 
found  the  place  where  her  dear  head 
had  reposed  wet  with  her  tears — and 
for  whom  did  she  weep  ?  Generous, 
tender,  and  feeling  as  she  is,  can  I 
be  a  stranger  to  the  object  of  those 
precious  tears  ?  Oh,  my  dear  friend  ! 
who  knows  not  the  struggle  between 
conduct  and  feeling,  between  a  do- 
minant passion  and  a  rigid  principle, 
knows  nothing  of  the  fiercest  tor- 
ment the  human  mind  is  capable  of 

sustaining.          *          *  *          * 

****** 

Olivia  has  followed  up  her  doctrine, 
by  giving  me  an  opportunity  to  prac- 
tise it,  and  has  sent  me  a  number  of 
books,  which  have  for  their  subject 
every  thing  which  is  most  interesting 
in  this  most  interesting  country. 
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There  is  to  me  something  extreme- 
ly fine  in  the  ancient  Irish  character, 
as  it  stood  before  it  was  hardened  by 
foreign  oppression,  or  tainted  by  fo- 
reign corruption  !  Chilled  as  national 
enthusiasm  may  now  seem  here,  it 
once  was  the  distinguishing,  the  ge- 
neric feature  of  the  national  charac- 
ter ;  and,  in  the  wreck  which  remains 
of  the  history  and  antiquities  of  the 
country,  we  rind  that  the  scenic  beau- 
ties of  Ireland,  the  fertility  of  her 
soil,  the  temperature  of  her  climate, 
the  valour  of  her  heroes,  the  wisdom 
of  her  legislature,  were  exhaustless 
themes  to  the  SenacJiies  and  Bards  ; 
their  genius  triumphed  in  the  supe- 
riority of  the  happy  region  so  propi- 
tious to  its  efforts  ;  and  the  epithets 
they  fancifully  bestowed  on  it,  evinced 
at  once  their  veneration  and  their 
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gratitude  :  thus,  among  many  other 
poetical  names,  they  have  called  it, 
"  Inis  Alga,"  the  Noble  Island;  "  Inis- 
na-Bi;igh,"  the  Island  of  Kings  ; 
"  Inis-na-Maoimh  Eire-oghe,"  the 
Unconquercd  Island  ;  "  Eire-Arde," 
the  Lofty  Island.  Surely  the  highest 
testimony  in  favour  of  any  country, 
is  the  national  pride  and  national  af- 
fection of  her  people  I 

Every  great  nation  has  had  its  pe- 
riod of  glory  ;  and,  if  we  believe  the 
chroniclers  and  historians  of  Ireland, 
the  Irish  preserved  theirs  longer  than 
any  other  we  read  of ;  since  they 
assert  that  their  constitution  remained 
pure  and  unchanged  for  nearly  two 
thousand  years.  Modern  annalists 
seem  to  suppose,  that  the  kingdom 
and  its  institutes  were  swallowed  up 
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in  an  instant  by  its  Norman  invaders; 
but  the  descent  from  virtue  to  vice, 
from  strength  to  debility,  in  a  nation, 
as  in  an  individual,  must  be  the  work 
of  time  and  circumstance  ;  and,  if  I 
may  use  the  expression,  the  physical 
character  of  the  Irish  is  so  favourable 
to  all  the  higher  and  more  generous 
virtues,  that  the  pressure  of  political 
misery  must  he  great  indeed,  when  it 
can  be  warped  from  its  native  bias. 
It  is  a  very  singular  circumstance, 
that  though  there  are  a  thousand 
names  and  epithets  in  the  Irish  lan- 
guage to  express  heroism,  there  is 
not  one  term  to  denote  cowardice. 
It  is  a  vice  as  incompatible  with  the 
very  nature  of  an  Irishman,  as  some 
disease  incidental  only  to  'hose  who 
live  bemath  the  Line,  would  be  to  his 
constitution ;  and  a  people  innately 
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brave,  must  be  a  people  innately 
noble,  belonging  to  the  highest  class 
of  beings  in  the  great  scale  of  human, 
nature. 

Not  even  to  gratify  the  most  in- 
satiable thirst  of  power,  do  we  ever 
read  of  their  chiefs  resorting  to  dis- 
honourable means  ;  their  sole  ruse  de 
guerre  lay  in  the  strength  of  their 
arms  and  the  bravery  of  their  spirits. 
"  Heralds,"  says  one  of  their  patriot 
historians  *,  "  were  sent  to  demand 
fair  oj>en  war,  and  the  place  and  time 
of  action  were  previously  settled  :  if 
any  unforeseen  accident  disappointed 
either  party  as  to  the  number  of 
troops,  &c.  Sec.  notice  was  sent  to 
his  opponent,  and  a  further  day  was 

*  O'Halioran. 
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required  and  generally  granted."  Su- 
perior valour  only  could  secure  the 
laurel,  and  the  chiefs  of  the  defeated 
party  scarcely  ever  survived  their  dis- 
grace. But  this  was  not  the  work  of 
their  own  hands,  or  of  some  cowardly 
slave,  as  was  often  the  case  with  the 
ancient  Romans.  The  enemies'  sword 
could  only  put  a  stop  to  their  career. 
When  Eoganmore,  at  the  battle  of 
Lena,  pierced  by  a  thousand  wounds, 
was  raised  up  on  the  shields  of  his 
enemies,  "  Lay  down  the  body  of  the 
King  of  Munster,"  said  Gaul  Mac 
Morni,  the  monarch's  general ;  "  for 
he  died  as  a  hero  should  die." 

Ireland,  in  all  her  vicissitudes, 
seems  to  follow  closely  the  progress 
of  other  great  empires.  It  is  curious, 
that  what  laid  Troy  in  ashes,  and  lost 
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Mark  Antony  the  world,  tarnished 
the  glory,  and  gave  a  death-blow  to 
the  independence  of  Ireland. 

The  Princess  of  Breffni  had  long 
cherished  a  passion  for  the  King  of 
Leinster,  and  the  absence  of  her 
husband,  who  had  gone  to  perform 
a  vow  of  pilgrimage  to  the  shrine  ot 
St,  Patrick,  afforded  her  an  oppor- 
tunity of  receiving  him  in  secret  with- 
in the  walls  of  her  castle. 

The  king,  with  the  gallantry  of  a 
preux  chevalier.,  sacrificed  himself  to 
preserve  the  reputation  of  his  mistress, 
and  affected  to  carry  away  by  force  a 
woman  who,  though  she  feigned  re- 
sistance, had  seduced  him  to  the  dan- 
gerous enterprise.  According  to  the 
laws  of  Ireland,  violence  to  women 
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was  declared  death,  beyond  even  the 
remission  of  the  chief  monarch.  The 
whole  nation  took  fire  at  this  act  of 
unprecedented  perfidy,  and  the  king 
of  Leinster,  unable  to  avert  the  storm 
his  imprudence  had  drawn  over  his 
head,  fled  the  kingdom,  repaired  to 
Henry  II.  and  laid  the  foundation  of 
hib  country's  ruin. 

The  family  of  the  Q' Rourltes , 
princes  of  Brejfni,  still  hold  some 
property  in  this  province.  I  was  a 
few  days  back  introduced  to  the  re- 
presentative of  the  family,  a  young 
man  of  small  independent  fortune, 
who  still  bears  the  title  of  Prince  of 
Breffni. 
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LETTER  LVI. 

I  DARED  not  venture  of  late  near  the 
Abbey,  and  I  even  refused  the  Colonel 
yesterday  to  ride  over  there  with  him. 
To-day  I  was  wandering  about  thft 
mountains,  sad  and  solitary,  when,  by 
a  sudden  break  through  a  coppice 
which  clothed  their  declivity,  I  found 
myself  in  the  rich  meadows  belonging 
to  the  Abbey,  where  a  sturdy  pea- 
santry were  gathering  in  the  harvest, 
and  presented  to  the  eye  a  scene  at 
once  animating  and  picturesque.  I 
was  lost  in  its  contemplation,  and  loll- 
ing over  a  little  wicket  opening  to 
the  Abbey  grounds,  when  Olivia,  her 
grandfather,  and  Colonel  L ,  ad- 
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vanced  from  among  a  group  of  reap 
ers  to  the  spot  where  I  stood.  I  never 
felt  more  confused  nor  more  agitated. 
Olivia,  I  thought,  returned  my  bow 
with  as  much  coldness  as  I  made  it ; 
and  the  old  gentleman,  having  chid 
me  with  his  usual  cordiality  for  my 
long  absence,  took  the  Colonel  by  the 
arm,  and  walked  to  the  other  end  of 
the  meadows  to  speak  to  his  steward : 
I  was  almost  on  the  point  of  running 
after  them,  when  the  voice  of  Olivia 
arrested  me. 

"  We  were  not  always  indebted  to 
chance  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you," 
said  she,  in  a  tone  I  thought  re- 
proachful, though  kind.  "  Nor  are 
you  now,"  said  I;  "  I  think  it  was 
rather  instinct  which  led  me  to  the 
spot  where  you  were,  and  which 
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proves,  in  this  respect,  as  it  has  fatally 
done  to  me  in  many  others,  that,  with 
regard  to  its  constant  operations,  it 
has  too  frequently  the  advantage  over 
reason  itself." 

Olivia  smiled,  and  repeated, 

"  And  reason  raise  o'er  instinct  as  you  can, 
In  this  't  is  God  directs,  in  that  't  is  man." 

"  But  what  a  dangerous  induction 
might  be  drawn  from  this  argument : 
*  Follow  instinct,  it  is  the  law  of  God ; 
1  follow  reason,  it  is  but  that  of 


"  And  why  should  we  not  suffer 
ourselves,"  said  I,  with  a  warmth  I 
could  not  suppress,  "  to  be  actuated 
by  that  principle  which  the  Deity 
himself  has  infused  through  our  whole 
beings  ?  which  irresistibly  leads  us  to 
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the  pursuit  of  what  is  best  adapted  to 
our  natures  ;  which  secretly  influences 
us  to  seek  what  is  most  congenial  to 
our  feelings  ;  which  draws  the  heart 
to  its  kindred  heart,  and  forces  every 
sense  to  acknowledge  the  supremacy 
of  its  power !      Naturalists   tell   us, 
that  the  body  is  only  at  rest  in  the 
place  which  is  fit  for  it ;  but  the  heart 
in  vain  seeks  to  repose  in  the  haven 
of  its  desires :    virtue,   which   is  ar- 
bitrary, reason,  which  is  sophistical, 
and  custom,  which  is  dotage,  rise  up 
in  clamorous  opposition  to  subdue  its 
efforts  ;     and,  wearied   by   continual 
conflicts,    it    submits    to    the    over- 
xvhelming  torrent  of   narrow   preju- 
dices and  vulgar  errors." 

<c  It  was  not  thus  vou  used  to  ar- 

•/• 

gue,  or  used  to  think,"  said  Olivia, 
looking  mildly  up  in  my  face,  and,  I 
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fear,  shocked  by  the  vehemence  of 
my  manner :  *e  you  did  not  always 
consider  man  as  a  being  wholly  selfish, 
living  solely  for  his  own  gratification, 
and  warranted  by  the  laws  of  nature 
in  opposing  his  own  individual  enjoy- 
ment to  the  general  happiness  of  so- 
ciety ;  to  the  promotion  of  which, 
partial  self-denial  and  reasonable  re- 
straint are  indispensably  necessary ; 
but  in  this,  as  in  many  other  respects, 
you  are  much  changed  since  I  first 
knew  you," — "  I  am,  I  am  indeed 
much  changed,  Olivia,  since  we  first 
-knew  each  other — dreadfully  chang- 
ed." 

"  You  disappoint/'  continued  she,  ' 
sighing,  <f  your  friends  by  your  ab-  - 
isance ;  you  mortify  them  by  your  neg-  ~ 
lect,  and  you  alarm  them  by  your  ' 

VOL.  II,  I 
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'conduct:  come,  come,  my  dear* 
'friend,  your  spirits  are  depressed, 
'  you  are  agitated  ;  look  at  this  smiling 
'  scene ;  while  the  eye  contemplates  it, 
can  the  heart  mourn?" 

My  spirits  were  indeed  depressed, 
for  with  the  weakness  of  a  child  I 
wept  j  and  while  the  sweet  smile  of 
Olivia  "  seemed  not  to  know  what 
guests  were  in  her  eyes,"  she  pointed 
oat  to  me  the  most  beautiful  features 
of  a  landscape  truly  animating,  and 
with  that  witchcraft  of  manner  which 
she  ever  exerts  over  me  with  such 
invariable  success,  drew  me  from 
misery  and  from  myself. 

*'  This  scene,"  said  I,  •" . strongly 
resembles  a  landscape  in  La  Valais ; 
such  as  I  last  beheld  it,  when,  sur- 
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rounded  by  my  beloved  family,  I 
participated  in  one  of  those  delicious 
and  simple  little  festivals,  with  which 
we  ever  ushered  in  the  vintage."  A 
thousand  tender  recollections  throbbed 
at  my  heart  as  I  spoke,  and  fancy 
gave  to  the  memory  of  past  pleasures, 
ah  !  guiltless  pleasures,  a  glow  which 
actual  fruition  scarcely  bestowed. 

I  expatiated  on  those  scenes,  those 
regions  of  mysterious  sublimity, 
<e  where  Nature,  with  all  her  grand 
works  about  her,"  assumes  a  thou- 
sand varying  aspects  of  opposite  beauty 
and  effect.  Imagination  conjured 
up  every  scene  in  fond  succession, 
marked  by  the  artless  pleasures  of 
life's  early  dawn  ;  and  memory  dwelt 
on  the  soothing  vision  with  the  live- 
liest delight. 

I  2 


176        ST.  CLAIR;  OR,  THE 


My  charming  auditress  entered  into 
the  full  enthusiasm  of  my  feelings, 
and,  laying  her  hand  on  my  arm,  as 
it  rested  on  the  gate  over  which  we 
were  leaning,  she  «aid,  "  Ah  1  my 
.dear  friend,  if  the  spot  on  which 
chance  had  thrown  you  in  the  morn- 
ing of  your  life,  can  excite  this  af- 
fectionate emotion  in  the  bare  re- 
capitulation -of  its  scenes,  what  tender, 
what  lively  sentiments  must  such  a 
heart  as  yours  treasure  for  those  who 
are  the  elected  objects  of  its  glowing 
and  poignant  affections  1"  Heaven  ! 
what  a  reflection  from  her  lips!  I 
involuntarily  pressed  mine  to  the  be- 
loved hand  which  rested  on  my  arm  ; 
my  eyes  filled  with  tears ;  I  trembled 
from  extreme  agitation ;  I  was  silent, 
but  I  was  understood,  for  Olivia 
trembled  too — and  the  hand  on  which 
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my  lips  were  fastened  grew  cold  as 
ice — yet  she  did  not  remove  it.  At 
that  moment  the  Colonel  and  Sir 
Patrick  returned — abruptly,  and  in 
confusion,  I  took  my  leave.  My 
spirits  are  now  more  composed,  and 
I  give  myself  up,  with  a  kind  of  calm 
and  gloomy  resignation,  to  the  in- 
fluence of  that  despair  which  no  hope 
enlivens,  no  reason  can  subdue. 


I  3 
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LETTER  LVIL 

You  too  conspire  with  the  rest  to 
distract  me.  Gracious  Heaven  !  what 
a  letter  was  your  last!  "  My  dear 
friend,"  ah  !  is  it  thus  you  write  ? 
4<  you  deceive  yourself;  your  conduct 
admits  of  no  extenuation  ;  every  look, 
every  word,  since  you  have  first 
known  this  dangerous  woman,  have 
been  pointed  to  destroy  that  peace  in 
her  bosom,  which  was  no  longer  the 
inmate  of  your  own.  The  heart 
which  love  has  truly  touched,  by  a 
th©usand  secret  and  imperceptible 
operations,  is  ever  on  the  anxious 
watch  to  excite  a  similar  sentiment  in 
the  heart  of  the  object  of  its  idolatry ; 
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and  nature  and  impulse  are  constantly 
surmounting  those  barriers  which 
reason  erects  between  passion  and 
virtue."  And  again ;  "  This-  un- 
happy passion  has  not  only  blinded 
you  to  your  own  interest,  but  oblite- 
rated the  best  impressions  that  Nature 
ever  marked  upon  the  heart  of  man. 
You  have  broken  those  endearing  ties 
which  once  bound  you  to  life  ;  you 
have  resigned,  for  the  delirium  of  an 
immoral  sentiment,  that  soft  and 
equable  delight  which  flows  from  the 
natural  affections  of  the  heart.  I 
have  had  a  letter  from  your  mother, 
full  of  tender  anxieties  and  maternal 
fears  ;  you  have  written  but  twice  to 
her  since  your  arrival  in  Ireland  ;  she 
fears  she  no  longer  has  a  son — I  fear 
so  too  I" 

Xl 
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Well,  you  have  shown  me  the  full- 
extent  of  my  error ;  but  of  what  avail 
is  all  this  recrimination,  but  to  make 
me  feel  that  the  arrow  of  despair  is 
never  so  mortal,  as  when  reflection 
bathes  its  point  in  the  venom  of  con- 
scious guilt;  but  why,  my  dear  friend, 
do  you  add  in  the  next  line,  "  Even 
the  attainment  of  all  your  ardent  de- 
sires must  be  the  greater  cause  of  all 
your  misery  ;  you  must  be  conscious 
that  you  .are  beloved,  and  if  your 
heart  is  not  dead  to  all  remorse, 
that  consciousness  must  render  you 
wretched." 

Beloved  !  by  whom  ?  by  Olivia  ? 
Gracious  God !  When  I  read  this 
sentence,  which  I  have  done  at  least 
a  thousand  times,  all  else  which  you 
have  written  vanishes  from  my  mind 
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like  the  transient  gloom  of  a  passing 
cloud.  Yes,  you  are  right ;  I  am 
beloved.  If  to  understand  the  feelings 
of  my  soul,  expressed  by  some  tone 
most  fine,  most  indescribable ;  if  to 
be  tremblingly  alive  to  the  same  im- 
pressions, and  influenced  by  the  same 
emotions,  be  love,  then  I  am  be- 
loved. 

O  Nature  !  we  are  thy  children, 
thy  artless,  thy  unsophisticated  chil- 
dren j  shelter  us  in  thy  maternal  arms 
from  the  fate  which  awaits  us  ;  or  if, 
on  the  world's  wide  surface,  thou 
canst  find  for  either  a  more  adapted 
companion,  whose  soul  is  filled  with 
stronger  sympathy  to  its  kindred  soul, 
whose  heart  has  a  single  fibre  more 
true  to  its  fellow  heart,  a  pulse  more 
in  unison  to  its  ardent  palpitation,  I 
I  5 
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bow  to  the  fiat  of  my  destiny,  I  sub 
rait  without  repining  ;  but  I  shall  sub 
mit  in  the  arms  of  death. 


It  is  two  days  since  I  began  this 
letter,  and  the  perturbation  of  my 
spirits  has  been  such,  that  I  have  not 
been  able  to  sit  clown  for  a  moment 
to  finish  it.  I  have  just  received  a 
letter  from  my  mother,  full  of  tender 
expostulations,  but  not  one  reproach. 
Lydia,  too,  has  written  to  me  that 
this  dear  ]>arent  is  in  a  very  declining 
state,  and  has  pined  in  bitter  and 
unceasing  anguish  since  I  left  her  :  I 
have  therefore  determined  to  return 
to  them.  An  obligation  to  these 
people  /  will  not  owe  ;  they  seem  to 
look  upon  me  as  a  maniac,  and  affect 
to  treat  me  as  a  dependant.  I 
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have  therefore  written  to  my  mother 
to  expect  me  :  I  have  a  little  scheme 
in  my  head,  which,  if  it  succeeds, 
will  enable  me  to  add  to  her  income, 
and  to  live  with  her.  This  is  all  I 
can  look  to  on  this  side  of  the  grave, 
but  beyond  it  my  hopes  lighten. 

"  O  Death  !  acceptable  is  thy  sen- 
tence to  him  whose  strength  fails 
him ;  to  him  that  despaireth  and  hath 
lost  all  patience."  The  very  name  ot" 
death  now  sounds  to  my  ears  like  that 
of  a  friend,  and  I  think  I  could  resign 
myself  to  his  arms  with  that  sweet 
and  grateful  sensation  felt  by  the 
weary  and  exhausted  traveller,  when 
he  sinks  in  the  soft  embraces  of  a 
tranquil  repose.  Whether  we  look 
upon  death  with  the  suspicious  eye  of 
scepticism,  or  the  bright  and  fancy- 

10 
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tinged  glance  of  enthusiastic  faith,  we 
must  still  consider  it  as  a  friend,,  whc> 
in  all  the  frailties  of  earthly  enjoy- 
ments or  earthly  sufferings,  still 
hovers  near  to  snatch  us  to  its  friendly 
bosom,  when  the  pressure  of  life  is 
no  longer  supportable,  and  when 
existence  becomes  too  heavy  a  burden 
for  the  wretch  on  whom  it  has  bees 
forced* 
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ON  Thursday  next  Olivia  is  to  be 
married,  and  this  is  Monday ;  Ui€ 
wedding  is  to  be  private,  yet  there  is 
an  air  of  bustling  consequence  about 
every  one  I  meet,  an  importance  in 
every  countenance. 

This    morning    ai    breakfast    the 

Colonel  was  showing  Lady  L a 

set  of  diamonds  he  had  just  got  from 
London.  I  shall  say  nothing  of  my 
feelings  ;  but  kt  no  man  trust  merely 
to  the  goodness  of  his  heart,  who  has 
suffered  passion  to  get  the  ascendancy 
in  his  mind. 
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I  would  not  intentionally  destroy 
the  wasp  who  should  sting  me,  and 
yet  He  who  opposed  the  love  of  virtue 
in  my  soul  to  the  strong  and  impe- 
tuous passions  of  my  nature,  has 
viewed,  in  the  fatherly  omniscience 
of  his  care,  how  little,  in  competi- 
tion with  its  possession,  I  have  held 
the  world  and  all  its  ostentatious 
f  nothings.  .  Yet,  my  dear  friend,  there 
are  moments,  horrid  moments,  when 
acts  of  villainy  suggest  themselves  to 
my  polluted  imagination  ;  and  to  pro- 
fane every  law  of  virtue,  to  violate 
every  rite  of  morality,  wants  only  the 
power  of  performance.  Exhausted 
and  weary  from  the  violent  exertion 
of  passion  and  despair,  I  awaken  as 
from  a  dream  which  placed  me  on 
the  brink  of  some  dreadful  precipice, 
I  shudder !  I  prostrate  myself  before 
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the  Divinity  I  have  offended  ;  tears, 
burning   tears,    dry   on    my   flushed 
cheeks,    and   virtue    seizes   on    my 
heart.       Divine    emanation    of    the 
Eternal    Essence,    who  breathes  life 
through    the  universe  !      I    feel  thy 
power  :  and  sweeter  are  the  tears  with 
which   thou    suflfusest  the  .eye,    and 
more  soothing  are  thy  expostulations 
in  all  their  amiable  severity,  than  tHe 
delusive   smile   of  Vice,    or   the   se- 
duction of  her  caresses  in  all  the  al- 
lurement of  their  witchcraft. 

As  long,  my  friend,  as  long  as  I 
have  the  power  of  reproaching  myself, 
I  shall  yet  hope  I  am  not  dead  to 
virtue;  I  dread  nothing  but  that  deadly 
slumber  of  the  conscience,  when  lulled 
by  the  soothing  song  of  the  syren 
passions  into  a  fatal  security. 
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An  Hour  after  Midnight. 

I  threw  down  my  pen  to  enjoy  a 
solitary  ramble  in  one  of  the  finest 
nights  I  ever  beheld,  and  I  have  re- 
turned cheered  and  refreshed.  The 
solemn  stillness  of  the  hour  has  shed 
a  sweet  and  soothing  melancholy  over 
my  heart,  and  my  harassed  spirits 
seemed  to  repose  in  the  soft  sublimity 
of  its  influence.  I  have  been  gazing 
upon  those  celestial  phenomena,  in 
the  splendour  of  whose  structure  the 
acme  of  human  grandeur  shrinks  into 
annihilation  ;  my  thoughts  sublimated 
in  their  contemplation,  and  my  soul, 
as  if  soaring  from  the  narrow  bound- 
aries of  its  mortal  coil,  and  freeing 
itself  from  the  incumbrance  of  matter, 
has  ranged  through  a  boundless 
<s  wilderness  of  suns,"  and  in  each 
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scarcely  perceptible  luminary  has 
traced  the  centre  of  a  magnificent 
system,  irradiating,  by  its  beams,  the 
retinue  of  worlds,  which,  in  all  the 
harmony  of  order,  revolve  round  its 
attractive  influence  :  then,  casting  my 
eyes  on  the  vast  expanse,  I  feel  my 
own  inconsequence  in  the  creation  ;  I 
shrink  back  upon  myself;  the  worm 
under  my  feet  ceases  to  be  an  object  of 
contempt;  I  dare  not  deny  the  affinity 
of  our  connexion :  like  an  atom  on 
the  face  of  the  earth,  my  knowledge 
only  extending  to  an  imperfect  ac- 
quaintance with  the  spot  on  which  I 
crawl,  my  period  of  existence  a  mo- 
ment, my  sphere  of  action  a  speck,  I 
stand  opposed  to  the  Creator  of  a 
myriad  of  universes,  my  soul  is 
humbled  to  the  dust,  and  I  prostrate 
myself  before  that  Divinity,  against 
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\vhom,  a  moment  before,  I  raised  my 
voice  in  impious  complaint,  and  bade 
him  u  show  the  heavens  more  justv" 

Six  in  the  Morning- 

What  a  contradictory  compound  of 
folly  and  wisdom,  virtue  and  vice, 
reason  and  passion,  is  the  mind  of 
man  !  A  very  few  short  hours  have 
elapsed,  since  life,  with  all  its  joys 
and  all  its  sorrows,  with  every  earthly, 
every  selfish  sentiment,  had  receded 
from  my  mind,  and  left  my  soul 
free  to  expand  to  the  bosom  of 
its  Creator.  But  the  awful  shadows 
of  night  have  vanished,  and,  with 
them,  the  sublime  effusions  they 
excited. 

There  is  a  window  in  the  left  wing 
of  the  Abbey,  which,  from  its  aspect,, 
reflects,  at  this-  season,  the  first  sui>- 
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beam  which  gilds  the  horizon ;  it  is  the 
window  of  Olivia's  apartment :  she 
mentioned  the  circumstance  to  me 
not  long  back,  and  bid  me  look  in 
that  direction  when  the  sun  rose.  I 
have  watched  the  gradual  progress  of 
the  dawn,  and  the  retiring  of  the 
beautiful  planet  of  the  morning,  with 
impatience ;  and  now  the  window  of 
Olivia's  room  is  reflecting  a  thousand 
brilliant  rays :  it  is  the  Cynosure  of 
love.  Worlds,  suns,  sublime  re- 
flections, heavenly  resignation,  where 
are  you  now  ?  Oh  man !  man  1 
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CONCLUSION. 

FROM  the  time  the  unfortunate  St, 
Clair  had  learnt  the  appointed  day  of 
Olivia's  marriage  he  resigned  himself 
wholly  to  the  influence  of  passion  and 
despair :  still  delicate  and  guarded 
with  respect  to  her,  he  was  careless 
of  every  surmise  his  own  conduct 
might  excite ;  and,  believing  the 
object  of  his  affection  unknown,  he 
was  at  no  pains  to  conceal  the  wildness 
of  its  effects :  it  had,  indeed,  obtained 
a  mastery  over  his  mind,  which  he 
had  no  longer  the  power  to  resist ; 
and,  while  he  acknowledged  its  ty- 
ranny, he  made  no  effort,  and 
scarcely  felt  a  wish,  towards  its  sup- 
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pression.  Intoxicated  by  the  ex- 
quisite and  lively  emotions  to  which 
his  heart  had  been  newly  awaken- 
ed, and  which  it  was  eminently 
formed  to  feel,  he  held  a  fancied 
existence  in  the  being  of  another, 
and,  by  an  insensible  progression  from 
sentiment  to  sentiment,  he  fondly 
nourished  an  undermining  evil,  which, 
under  the  guise  of  admiration  for 
what  appeared  to  him  most  worthy  of 
being  admired,  had  insinuated  itself 
into  his  bosom,  and  destroyed  its 
peace  for  ever ! 

He  was  not  unconscious  of  the  fu- 
tility of  his  wishes ;  but  there  was  a 
inagic  in  their  delusions  which  he 
feared  to  dispel.,  and  which  soothed 
the  passion  it  increased.  He  was 
not  insensible  to  the  madness  of  his 
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liopes  ;  but  it  was  the  insanity  of  love, 
and,  to  his  glowing  and  susceptible 
}*eart,  more  grateful  than  all  the  sober 
sense  of  prudence.  His  fine  under- 
standing could  easily  have  rectified 
the  errors  of  his  passions;  but  he  had 
perverted  its  use,  and  its  sophistry 
only  served  to  sanction  those  evils  its 
native  strength  would  have  been  ade- 
quate to  destroy. 

A  few  days  previous  to  the  marriage 
of    Olivia,    he-  was   met   wandering 
about  the  grounds  of  Desmond,  by 
its  worthy  and  unsuspecting  master. 
By  an  unaffected  coincidence  with  his 
most  favourite  pursuits,  by  his  pre- 
possessing manners,  his  talents,  and 
being  the  son  of  an  old  friend,  St. 
Clair  had  won  on  his  affections,  and 
excited  a  lively  interest  in  his  bosom  ; 
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tie  had  remarked  his  unusual  absence, 
and  he  now  chid  him  for  it  with 
a  cordial  severity,  and  insisted  on 
taking  him  home  to  dinner.  The 
imprudent  and  unfortunate  St.  Clair 
had  not  the  self-denial  to  resist  the 
invitation,  and  accompanied  him  to 
the  Abbey.  He  found,  or  fancied  he 
found,  Olivia  much  changed  in  her 
manner  to  him  :  this  threw  him  off  his 
gnard  ;  and  when,  in  the  evening,  the 
old  gentleman  was  called  away  on 
some  magisterial  business,  and  they 
were  left  alone,  his  powerful  emotions 
bid  defiance  to  concealment ;  and 
Olivia,  scarcely  less  confused,  less 
agitated,  attempted  to  terminate  a 
silence  and  a  situation  distressing  be- 
yond longer  endurance,  by  saying, 
with  a  smile,  "  that  it  was  a  long 
time  since  he  had  read  to  her/'  and 
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offered  him  a  book  which  lay  by  her 
on  the  table;  St.  Clair  took  it  in 
silence,  it  was  the  Life  of  Petrarch  ; 
and  from  the  first  page  he  opened,  he 
read,  in  a  voice  scarcely  articulate,  the 
following  passage : 

<c  Till  this  moment  I  was  a  stranger 
to  love,  but  its  brightest  flame  was 
now  lighted  up  in  my  soul;  honour, 
virtue,  and  the  graces,  a  thousand 
attractions,  a  thousand  amiable  con- 
versations, these,  O  love!  were  thy 
tender  ties,  these  are  the  nets  in 
which  thou  hast  caught  me.  How 
was  it  possible  for  me  to  avoid  the 
labyrinth,  a  labyrinth  from  which 
I  shall  never  escape !  Hitherto  I 
feared  not  love ;  my  affections,  cold 
as  ice,  formed  around  my  heart  a 
crystal  rampart ;  tears  were  strangers 
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to  my  eyes,  my  sleep  was  undis- 
turbed, and  I  saw  with  astonishment 
in  others,  what  I  had  never  expe- 
rienced in  myself.  Such  have  I  been; 
afas !  what  am  I  now  ?"  St.  Clair 
flung  the  book  from  him ;  he  fell  at 
the  feet  of  Olivia ;  he  caught  her 
hands,  and  pressed  them  to  his  heart 
and  to  his  lips,  exclaiming,  with  im- 
passioned wHdness,  "  What  am  I 
now,  indeed  ?" 

"  St.  Qair,  my  dearest  friend,'* 
sighed  the  trembling  and  agitated 
Olivia,  "  recollect  yourself;  'tis 
Olivia,  't  is  your  Olivia  who  intreats 
you,  supplicates  you."  The  plaintive 
sound  of  her  voice,  the  tender  me- 
lancholy of  her  looks,  melted  him. 
"  My  Olivia  J"  he  faintly  repeated, 
"  oh  !  save  me  !  save  me — let  me 
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not'  suppose  it  possible  you  could  be' 
mine— awaken  not  hopes  unworthy 
of  their  object.  Profane  not  the 
temple  where  you  are  adored,  but 
leave  some  virtue  in  a  heart  whence 
you  have  taken  all  else." 

As  he  spoke,  his  warm  tears  fell 
upon  the  hand  she  no  longer  strug- 
gled to  withdraw  ;  nor  did  he  weep 
alone :  the  bosom  of  Olivia  throbbed 
high,  every  pulse  fluttered  with  ex- 
quisite emotion,  and  the  kindred 
drops  which  swelled  in  her  eyes,  con- 
firmed all  those  eyes  had  been  but  too 
faithful  in  expressing.  St.  Clair  felt 
he  was  beloved,  and  the  sorrows  of 
a  life  were  all  repaid  in  the  ecstacy  of 
a  moment.  "  It  is  enough  !  it  is 
enough  i"  he  falteringly  exclaimed  -, 


HEIRESS    OP    DESMOND. 


"  now  can   I  die   the  death  of  the 

blessed." 

At  that  moment  a  footstep  ap» 
preached  the  door ;  he  arose,  in  ex- 
treme perturbation,  and  rushed  out 
of  the  room  to  conceal  that  emotion 
he  could  not  suppress  ;  happily  it  was 
only  a  servant ;  and,  before  the  return 
of  her  grandfather,  the  agitated  Olivia 
had  leisure  to  recover  some  degree  of 
composure.  Sir  Patrick  immediately 
inquired  into  the  sudden  disappear- 
ance of  St.  Clair.  Love  taught  Olivia 
the  first  lesson  of  dissimulation  ;  her 
excuse  was  delivered  in  a  hesitating 
voice,  and  uttered  with  a  blush  ^bf 
virtue's  first  deviation  :  indisposi- 
tion, she  said,  had  carried  him  home. 
"  He  is  indeed,  I  think,  changed  in 
his  appearance,"  said  the  Baronet: 
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**  I  fear  he  inherits  the  irritable  con- 
stitution of  his  father.  Lord  L 

is  not  using  him  well ;  his  talents  are 
serviceable  to  his  children,  and  he 
would  continue  them  so,  by  keeping 
him  in  a  state  of  dependence  ;  you 
should  use  your  influence  w.th  the 
Colonel  for  him,  Olivia."  She  felt, 
for  the  first  time,  the  pang  of  dissi- 
mulation ;  and  while  she  derived  her 
security  from  the  unsuspecting  sim- 
plicity of  her  grandfather's  heart,  the 
consciousness  of  imposing  on  him, 
agonized  every  virtuous  feeling  of  her 
own. 

St.  Clair  did  not  return  to  the  Castle 
till  early  the  next  morning ;  he  had 

S  watched,  from  an  eminence,  the  light 
which,  tiH  a  late  hour,  appeared  in 
Ibe  windows  of  Olivia's  apartment  9 
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when  it  was  extinguished,  he  ventured 
to  approach  the  house,  deriving  a 
romantic  satisfaction  from  this  ap- 
proximation to  the  treasure  of  his 
heart,  as  the  soul  is  fancifully  sup- 
posed to  hover  near  the  receptacle  of 
the  body  it  once  animated.  As  he 
advanced,  he  heard  the  sash  of  the 
window  drawn  up,  and  the  next  mo- 
ment the  sound  of  her  harp  struck  on 
his  ear ;  she  played  an.  old  plaintive^ 
air,  and  gave  it  all  the  tender  expres- 
sion of  which  it  was  susceptible. 

The  most  melancholy  emotions, 
mingled  with  a  thrill  of  rapturous  en- 
thusiasm, seized  on  the  heart  of  St. 
Clair ;  and  the  soft  sighs  which  stole 
from  the  lips  of  Olivia,  and  mingled 
with  the  sorcery  of  her  music,  threw 
him  from  every  restraint  of  cautioa 
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and  prudence :  he  pronounced  her 
name  in  a  tone  of  delirium  and  pas- 
sion ;  the  sound  of  his  voice  pene- 
trated to  the  heart  of  Olivia :  amaze- 
ment and  apprehension  hurried  her 
from  the  window ;  love  insensibly 
drew  her  back  to  it,  in  the  voice  of 
St.  Clair. 

"  Imprudent  man!"  she  cried, 
"  leave  this  spot ;  would  you  destroy 
me  ?" 

"  Not  for  a  thousand  worlds, 
Olivia." 

"  Then  fly,  for  Heaven's  sake, 
leave  me  for  ever  T' 

"  One  day  more,  and  I  shall  indeed 
leave  you  for  ever.  I  return  imme- 
diately to  Switzerland,  never  to  behold 
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Olivia  again  ;  let  me  then  see  you  for 
five  minutes  to-morrow  evening  in  the 
fishing-house;  it  is  my  last  request." 

"  Impossible  !"  interrupted  Olivia, 
with  increased  agitation :  "  I  cannot 
• — I  must  not  consent.'* 

"  You  must,  you  will  consent,"  said 
St.  Clair,  wildly;  you  have  robbed 
me  of  my  peace  for  ever ;  you  dare 
not  refuse  me  this  last,  this  small  re- 
quest. Oh  Olivia,  in  mercy -" 

"  Cruel,  cruel !"  cried  the  terrified 
Olivia,  weeping  with  bitterness;  "  you 
are  urging  me  on  to  my  destruction. 
At  the  fishing-house  to-morrow  even- 
ing—be it  so  then.'* 

She  hastily  closed  the  window,  and 
St,  Clair  still  remained  under  it  ovcr- 
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whelmed  by  the  most  tumultuous 
emotions,  when  the  sound  of  horses' 
feet  caught  his  ear,  and  he  observed 
the  heads  of  two  men  over  the  quick- 
set hedge  which  ran  on  one  side  of 
the  lawrr,  and  divided  it  from  a  path, 
in  the  demesne,  to  the  next  market- 
town.  The  horsemen  galloped  away, 
and  he  followed  them  for  some  paces, 
but  the  darkness  of  the  night  soon 
concealed  them  from  his  view. 

This  circumstance  at  first  excited 
some  uneasy  apprehensions  ;  but  they 
were  soon  drowned  in  the  more  poig- 
nant emotions  which  overwhelmed 
him.  The  next  morning  his  appear- 
ance at  the  breakfast-table  of  Lady 

L was  haggard  and    wild  ;    but 

scarcely  excited  notice,  and  elicited  no 
kind  of  attention. 
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Rich  in  every  endowment  which 
conciliates  affection,  attracts  admi- 
ration, and  secures  esteem,  St.  Clair 
had  made  himself  some  enemies,  and 
no  friends,  even  in  the  very  bosom  of 
a  family  who  were  his  nearest  rela- 
tives. 

The  family  of  L  •  gronnded  its 
opinions  of  human  nature  oh -the  or- 
dinary characters  of  the  world,  and 
derived  their  sentiments  from  the  trite 
maxims  of  common-place  prejudice. 
In  their  eyes,  situation  gave  dignity 
to  the  man,  not  the  man  to  the  situ- 
ation ;  and  they  were  astonished  to 
find,  in  one  who  had  been  thrown  on 
their  bounty  for  future  support,  and 
from  whom  they  had  looked  for  im- 
plicit and  humble  acquiescence,  the 
unshaken  stability  of  a  proud  and. 
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noble  mind,  tempered  only  by  that 
meekness  which  is  the  corrective  of 
self-love,  not  its  debasement.  His 
talents  gave  him  a  decided  superiority, 
and  the  inflexibility  of  his  principles 
did  not  suffer  him  to  lessen  their  in- 
fluence by  a  sycophantic  accedence  to 
an  inferiority,  he  did  not  feel,  and 
could  not  assume ;  the  independence 
of  his  spirit  was  looked  on  as  arro- 
gance, and  the  disinterested  tenour  of 
his  sentiments  was  scoffed  at  as  ro- 
mance. 

This  striking  contrast  of  character 
and  opinion  bid  defiance  to  the  inti- 
mucy  of  friendship.  Ii  has  been  ob- 
served, that  "  many  enemies  is  no  less 
a  proof  of  merit  than  many  friends," 
and  St.  Clair  evinced  the  truth  of  this 
assertion;  his  superior  merit  had  raised 
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him  one  inveterate  enemy  in  Major 
L— -— ,  who,  arrogant  and  overbear- 
ing, impatient  of  rivalship,  even  on 
those  points  in  which  he  had  the  least 
claim  to  perfection,  and  no  wish  to 
excel,  envied  his  cousin  for  that  su- 
periority he  could  not  but  feel,  and 
hated  him  he  envied.  Their  argu- 
ments were  frequent,  their  opinions 
always  opposite  ;  and,  while  St.  Glair 
treated  his  arrogance  as  the  folly  of  a 
boy,  he  opposed  his  sentiments  as-  the 
errors  of  a  man.  These  feelings  of 
antipathy  were  soon  ripened  to  matu- 
rity in  tne  bosom  of  the  Major,  by 
the  discovery,  made  by  St.  Cku'r,  of 
his  dishonourable  conduct  with  re- 
spect to  the  young  peasant  and  his 
bn.ie,  and  the  restraint  which  that 
discovery  laid  him  under.  From  ihe 
moment  that  fear  mingled  with  aver- 
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sion,  he  marked  out  its  object,  as  th6 
victim  of  his  malice  and  resentment ; 
and  the  imprudent  passion  and  un- 
guarded conduct  of  St.  Clair,  but  too 
soon  furnished  him  with  means  of 
realizing  his  wishes.  The  frequent 
visits  of  St.  Clair  to  Desmond  Abbey, 
the  evident  pleasure  with  which  those 
visits  were  received  by  Olivia,  and  hii 
emotions  when  her  name  was  men- 
tioned, convinced  him,  not  only  that 
St.  Clair  was  attached  to  the  betrothed 
wife  of  his  brother,  but  that  he  must 
have  received  encouragement  suffi- 
cient to  sanction  the  presumption  of 
such  an  attachment.  One  passion  in- 
creased and  strengthened  another;  and 
an  opinion,  which  was  at  first  em- 
braced at  the  instigation  of  revenge, 
sacking  for  an  instrument  by  which 
to  exercise  its  evil  intentions,  was 
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soon  confirmed  by  a  mistaken  sense 
of  honour  ;  and,  as  he  considered  St. 
Clair  as  injuring  that  of  his  family  in 
the  nicest  point,  he  only  waited  for 
confirmation  of  his  suspicions  suffi- 
ciently strong  to  authorize  him  in  the 
conduct  he  meant  to  pursue :  in  the 
mean  time,  with  an  artifice  seemingly 
inimical  to  the  impetuosity  of  his  cha- 
racter, he  insensibly  insinuated  suspi- 
cion and  distrust  into  the  bosom  of 
his  brother. 

The  air  of  abstraction  which  in- 
volved the  manners  and  conduct  of 
St.  Clair,  his  frequent  visits  at  the 
Abbey,  the  strong  similarity  of  his 
character  with  that  of  Olivia,  and 
their  mutually  favourite  pursuits,  were 
all  artfully  commented  on  with  plau- 
sible exaggeration,  and- gradually  ri- 
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pened   some   infant   surmises  in  the 
bosom    of    the    Colonel,    which   his 
penetration  had  awakened,  but  which 
his  unbounded  confidence  in  the  affec- 
tions of  Olivia,  and  his  faith  in  the 
purity  of  her  principles,   had  nearly 
stifled  in  the  first  moment  of  their 
existence.     The  character  of  Colonel 
L was  cool,  deliberative,  and  pe- 
netrating ;  cautious  of  admitting  sus- 
picion, he  was  still  more  cautious   of 
dismissing  it  when  once  received  ;  ca- 
pable  of    the    deepest    dissimulation 
when    warranted    by    circumstances, 
and  never  offering  nor  ever  forgiving 
any  intended  insult  or   premeditated 
injury.     He  admired    the   talents   of 
St.  Guif ;  and,  though  the  only  one 
of  his  family   capable  of  appreciating 
his  worth,  he  would  not  trust  him- 
self with  forming  a  judgment  of  his 
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character  from  the  favourable  prepos- 
session of  external  graces  and  shin- 
ing abilities.  With  whatever  success 
therefore  the  Major  had  attempted  to 
awaken  the  jealousy  of  his  brother,  a 
circumstance  occurred,  almost  on  the 
eve  of  his  marriage,  sufficient  to  ex- 
cite suspicion  had  it  not  existed,  and 
to  have  confirmed  it  if  it  had. 

The  two  brothers  had  gone,  on  a 
shooting  party,  at  no.  great  distance 
from  the  Castle,  and,  having  been  in- 
duced to  join  a  few  convivial  friends 
at  the  house  of  an  intimate  acquaint- 
ance, they  sent  home  their  servants; 
and,  returning  by  themselves  at  a  late 
hour,  they  took,  as  the  shortest  way, 
a  by-path  through  the  Abbey  de- 
mesne. The  night  was  calm  and 
serene,  and  a  strain  of  distant  music 
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stole  sweetly  on  the  stillness  of  the 
air ;  they  paused,  listened  with  atten- 
tion, and  on  a  nearer  approach  to  the 
house,  the  Colonel  recognised  the 
tones  of  Olivia's  harp.  They  walked 
their  horses  softly  over  the  turf  till 
they  came  nearly  opposite  her  win- 
dow ;  and  the  few  words  which  had 
passed  between  Olivia  and  her  impru- 
dent lover  distinctly  met  their  ears. 
They  were  heard,  by  the  younger  bro- 
ther, with  all  the  malignant  triumph 
which  a  little  mind  is  capable  of  feel- 
ing when  it  discovers  some  weakness, 
in  a  superior  character,  which  reduces 
it  to  the  level  of  its  own  unworthi- 

ness.     But,  by  the  elder  L ,  they 

were  heard  with  that  stunning  emo- 
tion of  grief  and  of  resentment.,  which 
the  consciousness  of  being  deceived, 
where  boundless  trust  was  placed — of 
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being  disappointed,  where  ardent  hope 
reposed,  was  calculated  to  inspire. 
The  brothers,  as  if  by  tacit  consent, 
moved  away  from  the  fatal  spot,  with- 
out communicating  to  each  other  the 
feelings  by  which  each  was  respective- 
ly agitated,  and  rode  on,  in  a  myste- 
rious silence,  which  neither  attempted 
to  interrupt. 

The  next  evening,  almost  an  hour 
before  the  appointed  time,  the  un- 
happy St.  Clair  arrived  at  the  fishing- 
house.  The  night  was  cold  and 
gloomy,  and  a  chill  blast  crept,  in 
mournful  murmurs,  among  the  trees 
of  the  extensive  woods  whose  foliage 
strewed  the  earth,  and  was  carried  by 
the  wind,  in  rustling  eddies,  to  the 
edge  of  the  lake.  The  mind  of  St. 
Clair,  too  much  in  unison  with  the 
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gloom  of  the  surrounding  scenery,  was 
agonized  by  impatience  for  the  arrival 
of  Olivia  ;  and,  tortured  with  appre- 
hensions for  her  safety,  he  almost  re- 
pented the  promise  he  had  extorted, 
yet  feared  the  failure  of  its  accom- 
plishment. At  last  the  Abbey  bell 
struck  seven  ;  a  moon-beam,  which 
shone  dimly  through  a  mass  of  clouds, 
fell  on  some  object  moving  at  a  dis- 
tance.—  It  was  Olivia!  He  would 
have  flown  to  meet  her,  but  a  chill, 
ness  seized  his  heart,  his  limbs  trem- 
bled, and  he  had  not  the  power  to 
move.  Olivia  observed  him,  and  sud- 
denly stopped.  "  Olivia !"  he  ex- 
claimed. His  voice  reassured  her ; 
she  advanced,  and  he,  with  difficulty, 
supported  her  to  the  fishing-house  : 
her  whole  frame  trembled  with  ex- 
cessive emotion  ;  her  hand  was  colder 
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than  that  of  death,  her  voice  was 
broken  and  inarticulate,  she  breathed 
with  difficulty  ;  the  moonlight  which 
fell  on  her  face,  increased  its  paleness, 
and  her  tottering  litnbs  could  no 
longer  afford  her  support.  St.  Clair, 
in  an  agony  of  despair,  pressed  her 
almost  lifeless  form  to  his  bosom,  and, 
bending  one  knee  to  the  earth,  re- 
ceived the  precious  burden  on  dhe 
other.  The  head  of  Olivia  rested  on 
his  shoulder ;  the  tender  sigh  which 
stole  from  her  lip,  breathed  on  his  ; 
and  their  tears,  mingling  as  they 
flowed,  relieved  the  oppression  of 
their  hearts:  those  hearts  whose  rapid 
palpitation  diffused  a  glow  through 
their  respective  frames;  those  hearts 
which,  for  the  first  time,  throbbed 
responsively  against  each  other,  and 
for  the  first  time  felt  the  full  power 
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of  their  exquisite  feelings  warmed  into 
life.  Their  emotions  were  overwhelm- 
ing and  dangerous ;  but  scarcely  a 
moment  was  allotted  to  their  indul- 
gence. The  door  of  the  fishing- 
house  suddenly  burst  open,  and  two. 
men  rushed  in.  Olivia  uttered  a  faint 
scream,  and  clung,  with  horror,  to 
that  bosom  on  which,  a  moment  be- 
fore, she  had  reposed  in  all  the  de- 
bility of  weakness,  in  all  the  languor 
of  passion. 

"  Turn,  villain !"  said  a  loud  and 
angry  voice,  "  turn  and  defend  your- 
self, if  your  cowardice  is  not " 

— "  Suffer  me  to  be  the  champion  of 
my  o\vn  honour,  Major  L !"  in- 
terrupted his  brother,  in  a  firm  and 
unimpassioned  tone  ;  and,  gently  dis- 
engaging the  arms  of  Olivia  from  St. 
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Clair,  who,  almost  wiM  with  rage, 
had  vainly  strove  to  do  so,  he  placed 
her,  lifeless  arid  insensible,  in  those 
of  his  brother,  adding,  in  a  softened 
voice,  "  but  I  intreat  you  will  take 
care  of  this  unfortunate." 

St.  Clair  followed  the  Colonel  to  a 
small  opening  near  the  fishing-house; 
the  Colonel  then  turning  round,  said  in 
an'  impressive  and  collected  manner, 
**  Mr.  St.  Clair,  give  me  your  attention 
for  a  few  minutes."  The  tranquillity  of 
the  Colonel's  air  calmed  the  perturba- 
tion of  St.  Clair's  spirits;  he  bowed 
slightly.      "  All  recrimination,'*    he 
continued,    in    a    firm    and  decided 
tone,  "  would  now  be  idle  and  vain  ; 
nor  shall  I  expatiate  upon  a  mode  of 
conduct,  the  turpitude  of  which  you 
cannot  defend,   and  the  progress  oC 
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which  it  must  be  painful  to  me  to 
dwell  on  !  In  brief,  then,  you  have 
injured  me,  Sir,  in  the  nicest  point 
in  which  one  man  can  injure  another  ; 
you  have  disregarded  the  ties  of  affi- 
nity, you  have  violated  the  rites  of 
hospitality,  you  have  tainted  the  prin- 
ciples, and  murdered  the  peace,  of  an 
amiable  woman  ;  you  have  frustrated 
the  hopes  and  destroyed  the  almost 
realized  expectations  of  two  noble 
families  ;  you  have  added  the  deepest 
dissimulation  to  the  deepest  crimina- 
lity ;  under  the  character  of  a  man  of 
sentiment  you  have  acted  the  part  of  a 
libertine  ;  and,  while  the  terms  vir- 
tue, honour,  and  independence,  ani- 
iixated  your  conversation,  deception, 
artifice,  and  villany,  influenced  your 
conduct :  nay,  Sir,  hear  me  out ;  I 
come  not  here  as  an  assassin,  but  as 
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a^  man  injured  beyond  all  reparation, 
to  oppose  my  life  to  yours  :  you  see  I 
am  come  prepared  too."  He  presented 
a  pistol  and  charge  to  Si.  Clair,  who 
took  it  with  an  air  of  the  wildest  in- 
sanity, and,  in  a  tone  of  frenzy,  he 

exclaimed,    "  Colonel  L 3  I  will 

not  fight  you  !" 

"  Not  fight  me !"  reiterated  the 
Colonel :  "  if  you  wish  to  give  the 
affair  publicity,  I  will  meet  you,  when 
and  where  you  please ;  but  if  you 
mean  to  add  cowardice  to  villany,  go, 
I  give  you  your  life  !  retire  with  it  to 
some  obscure  corner  cf  the  earth, 
where  its  baleful  example  may  not  in-i 
feet  the  species,  and " 

Wild,  even  to  madness,  St.  Clair 
retreated  a  few  paces,  and,  franticty; 
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charging  the  instrument  of  death,  he 
exclaimed,  "  Now,  Sir,  our  injuries 
are  mutual!"  They  exchanged  shots; 
St.  Clair's  slightly  graced  the  Colonel's 
arm,  and  passed  over  his  shoulder; 
that  of  the  Colonel  was  lodged  in  the 
breast  of  St.  Clair.  At  that  moment 
Olivia  recovered  from  her  insensibility, 
and  breaking  from  the  arms  of  the 
Major,  she  rushed  to  the  spot.  The 
report  of  the  pistols  had  brought  some 
peasants  there  also,  one  of  whom 
alarmed  the  servants  of  the  Abbey ; 
and,  the  event  reaching  the  ears  of  Sir 
Patrick  Desmond,  he  hurried  to  the 
place.  What  a  scene  presented  itself! 
Weltering  in  his  blood,  and  supported 
in  the  arms  of  a  servant,  lay  the  un- 
fortunate St.  Clair ;  over  him,  in 
speechless  agony,  hung  Olivia,  while 
the  Major  vainly  endeavoured  to  draw 
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her  from  the  melancholy  object :  at  a 
little  distance,  a  servant  was  tying  up 
the  bleeding  arm  of  the  Colonel,  who 
leaned  for  support  against  the  trunk 
of  a  tree,  his  eyes  fixed  on  Olivia  and 
St.  Clair.     The  flambeaux  which  the 
servants  had  brought  out,  cast  a  lurid 
glare  on  the  scene,  and  all  was  silent 
horror  and  consternation.     With  an 
effort  of  strength,    which  frequently 
precedes   dissolution,    the  dying   St. 
Clair  raised  himself  in  the  arms  of 
the   man   who  supported  him,    and, 
catching  the  hands  of  Olivia  with  the 
firm  grasp  of   death,  and  fixing  his 
glazed  eyes  on  her  face,  he  attempted 
to  speak,  but  sounds,  broken  and  in- 
articulate, died  on  his  trembling  lips  ; 
he  drew  her  still  closer  to  him,  and 
his  last  sigh  was  breathed  upon  her 
bosom. 

VOL.  ii.  L 
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The  body  of  the  unfortunate  St.  Clair 
was  .carried  to  the  fishing-house;  Oli- 
via, in  a  state  of  insensibility,  was 
conveyed,  in  her  grandfather's  arms, 
to  the  Abbey,  and  followed  thither  by 
the  Colonel  and  Major  L— — .  When 
Olivia  was  consigned  to  the  care  of 
her  female  attendants,  the  Colonel  re- 
tired with  Sir  Patrick,  and,  after  a  con- 
ference of  nearly  an  hour,  he  mounted 
a  horse,  which  was  in  waiting  for  him, 
and  returned  to  the  Castle.  Two  days 
after  he  set  off  for  the  Continent ; 
and,  though  the  reports  which  the 
whole  affair  occasioned,  were  various, 
idle,  and  improbable,  it  was  generally 
believed  that  the  marriage  was  entirely 
broken  off;  that  Olivia  and  St.  Clair 
had  carried  on,  for  some  time,  a  crimi- 
nal intercourse ;  and  that  a  duel  had 
taken  place,  in  consequence  of  the 
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Colonel  having  detected  them  to- 
gether, a  day  or  two  previous  to  his 
nuptials. 

The  body  of  St.  Clair  was  consigned 
to  the  earth  the  day  after  his  dissolu- 
tion ;  and  the  unfortunate  Olivia  soon 
lost  a  sense  of  her  misery  in  the  deli- 
rium of  a  raging  fever.  In  the  rav- 
ings of  her  insanity,  though  she  fre- 
quently dwelt  on  the  cause  of  her  re- 
cent sorrows,  the  name  of  her  father 
was  more  frequently  on  her  lips,  than 
that  of  her  lover;  that  unhappy  father 
but  too  soon  learnt  the  extent  of  his 
child's  wretchedness,  and  the  cruel  ex- 
aggeration of  malicious  report  blasted 
her  ruined  fame  in  his  ears,  yet  he 
believed  her  innocent,  for  he  had 
reared  her  virtuously.  He  arrived  at 
the  Abbey  in  all  the  agony  of  pa- 
L  2 


224         ST.  CLAIR;  OR,  THK 


rental  affliction,  invulnerable  to  every 
emotion  less  poignant  than  that  which 
his  child  excited,  and  careless  of  the 
reception  he  should  meet  with  from 
its  owner. 

Sir  Patrick  Desmond  met  the  hus- 
band of  one  Olivia,  .and  the  father  of 
another,  with  a  violent  burst  of  sor- 
row ;  the  energies  of  his  mind  were 
blunted  by  age,  by  sickness,  and  by  dis- 
appointment; and  the  common  misery 
of  the  two  unhappy  parents,  dissolved 
their  mutual  animosity,  and  united 
them  in  all  the  sympathy  of  affliction. 
The  restoration  of  Olivia's  senses  was 
slow,  her  recovery  still  slower  ;  and, 
in  its  progress,  it  evinced  that  the 
foundation  of  her  constitution  was 
destroyed  for  ever.  Her  first  inter- 
view with  her  father  had  nearly  occa- 
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sioned  a  dangerous  relapse  ;  yet  her 
sanguine  parents  looked  forward  with 
anxious  hope  to  her  recovery,  from 
the  moment  she  was  able  to  leave  her 
bed. — Olivia  alone  knew  the  certainty 
of  her  approaching  dissolution  ;  "  It 
is  in  vain,"  said  she  with  firmness  to 
the  physician  who  attended  her,  "  that 
your  humanity   would  feed  me  with 
delusive  hopes.     1  feel  within  myself 
those  lurking  principles  of  decay  which 
tell  me  I  cannot  long  survive  the  de- 
struction of  my  peace,  my  reputation, 
and  my  happiness  ;  and  I  hope  I  have 
still  sufficient  virtue  left  not  to  wish 
it :    it   would,    however,    be   useless 
cruelty  to  my  beloved  parents  to  an- 
ticipate their  misery.     Let  my  death 
come  when  it  will,   it  will   fall  heavy 
on  them  ;  and  to  awaken  them  to  a 
sense  of  the  destined  period  of  my 

L  3 


ST.  CLAIR;  OR,  THE 


existence,  would  be  only  to  add  the 
agony  of  miserable  expectation  to  the 
settled  sorrow  of  despair." 

The  physician,  who  did  not  think 
her  danger  so  imminent  as  she  her- 
self seemed  to  suppose,  goodnatured- 
ly  replied,  that  her  spirits  were  more 
affected  than  her  constitution,  and 
that,  if  they  once  got  her  through 
the  winter  months She  inter- 
rupted him  with  a  melancholy  smile, 
exclaiming  from  Ossian,  "  The  spring 
shall  return  with  its  showers,  but  no 
leaf  of  mine  shall  arise."  She  con- 
tinued to  linger  in  2  gentle  and  almost 
imperceptible  decay;  a  placid  resigna- 
tion had  taken  possession  of  her  maid, 
and  shed  its  touching  expression  over 
her  countenance.  Her  conversation 
was  calculated  to  cheer  and  amuse  her 
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parents,  as  well  as  to  strengthen  and 
prepare  their  minds  for  the  heavy  ca- 
lamity, which  she  believed  was  at  no 
great  distance ;  bat  she  never  made 
the  most  remote  allusion  to  the  late 
unhappy  events  of  her  life.  She  in- 
duced her  grandfather  to  settle  half 
the  income  he  had  allowed  her  on  her 
father,  and  seemed  to  derive  peculiar 
satisfaction  from  the  circumstance. 
She  sketched  out  the  plan  of  a  school 
for  orphan  children,  which  Sir  Patrick 
Desmond  had  promised  to  endow ; 
and  she  seemed  wholly  intent  on 
works  of  benevolence  and  utility. 

Being  told  one  morning  that  the 
tenantry  were  celebrating,  as  usual, 
her  grandfather's  birth-day  on  the 
lawn,  she  had  herself  carried  to  the 
balcony,  and  received  their  congra- 
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tulations  with  seeming  pleasure,  but 
with  evident  emotion.  Observing, 
among  the  crowd,  six  old  pensioners 
who  had  been  for  some  time  supported 
by  her  bounty,  she  sent  them  their  half- 
year's  allowance  in  advance.  In  the 
evening  she  called  for  her  harp,  which 
she  had  not  touched  since  the  fatal 
night  when  St.  Clair  last  heard  it ; 
she  struck,  with  a  feeble  hand,  a  few 
mournful  chords ;  and,  by  a  melan- 
choly association  of  ideas,  she  at- 
tempted to  play  "  Sear  fuint  naCom- 
panach,"  or,  The  Parting  of  Friends. 
It  was  the  favourite  of  her  grandfather; 
it  had  been  taught  her  by  her  mother. 
Her  fingers  trembled  on  the  strings  ; 
her  voice  died  away,  and  her  eyes 
swam  in  tears — her  emotions  were  in- 
fectious ;  her  grandfather  and  father 
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were  equally  alive  to  the  cause — they 
both  wept  bitterly. 

Olivia  threw  herself  into  the  arms 
of  one  parent  from  those  of  another. 
She  was  the  first  to  recover  compo- 
sure.    She  affected  to  treat  her  feelr 
ings  as  weak  and  childish,   and  had 
her  harp  sent  to  her  own- room,  de- 
termined,   she  said,    to  conquer  her 
weakness,  and  amuse  herself  in  future 
by  playing  on  it.    Her  emotions,  how- 
ever,  had  been   too  powerful  for  her 
frame  ;  she  fainted  in  the  arms  of  her 
father,    while,   with   a   smile  of  self- 
accusation,     she    was    deploring   that 
sensibility    whose    powers    she   could 
not  resist.     The  next  day  she  seemed 
visibly  altered  ;  a  hectic  flush  glowed 
on  her  cheek,  and  lighted  up  her  coun- 
tenance with  its  wonted  animation  ; 
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and  she  seemed  much  interested  in 
something  she  was  writing.  At  a  late 
hour  the  female  attendant  who  slept 
in  a  closet  within  her  room,  heard  her 
accompanying  her  harp  with  her  voice. 
The  next  morning  she  was  found  still 
seated  at  it :  she  was  leaning  back  in 
her  chair ;  her  elbow  rested  on  a 
written  paper  which  lay  on  the  table 
by  her  side :  one  arm  supported  her 
head,  the  other  hung  by  her  side — 
she  was  dead.  On  the  desk  before 
her  rested  a  book,  in  which  wei'e 
transcribed  the  following  words  from 
Ossian,  set  to  music  by  herself:  "  My 
sighs  arise  with  the  beam  of  the  East, 
my  tears  descend  with  the  drops  of 
the  night.  I  was  a  lovely  tree  in  thy 
presence,  Oscar,  with  all  my  branches 
round  me  ;  but  thy  death  came  like  a 
t>last  of  the  desert,  and  laid  my  green 


HEIRESS    OP   DESMOND.        231, 

head  low.     The  spring  returned  with 
its  showers,    but   of  me  not  a   leaf 


sprung  *. 


The  written  paper  alluded  to  ran 
as  follows : 


OLIVIA    TO    HER    FATHER. 

A  SHORT  time  shall  elapse,  and  the 
late  melancholy  events  of  my  life, 
which  now  interest  and  engage  the 
little  circle  in  which  I  move,  shall  be 
given  to  oblivion.  The  various  and 
exaggerated  reports  of  the  common- 
place detailer  shall  expire  in  their  own 
insignificance  ;  the  invidious  observa- 
tions of  idle  malice  shall  lose  their 
point  in  reiteration  ;  and  the  hand  of 

*  Croma. 
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contemptuous  scorn  shall  drop  that 
finger  it  can  no  longer  point  at  an 
object,  who  will  have  expiated,  by  a 
premature  death,  the  errors  of  a  tran- 
sient life,  and  who  will  have  sought, 
in  the  grave,  for  that  refuge  the 
world  could  not  afford  her. 

But  there  is  yet  a  record  from  which 
time  will  not  efface  the  misfortunes  of 
the  child  !  It  is  the  father's  heart ! 
Drooping  over  the  disappointment  of 
its  cherished  hopes ;  it  will  feed  and 
nourish,  while  it  bitterly  deplores,  the 
source  of  its  misery.  Unable  to  se- 
parate the  crime  from  the  criminal, 
the  fatal  connexion  will  awaken  the 
most  agonizing  emotions ;  it  will  dwell, 
with  melancholy  delight,  on  the  me- 
jnory  of  a  beloved  object ;  it  will  bleed 
ir  parental  anguish  over  her  errors  and 


HEIRESS    OP    DESMOND.         233 


her  misfortunes.  It  is  to  you  then, 
my  father,  that  I  address  myself;  to 
you,  who  were  to  me  the  representa- 
tive of  the  Deity  on  earth,  whose  least 
gift  was  existence,  whose  cares  were 
coeval  with  my  life,  and  whose  ten- 
derness shall  survive  its  early  extinc- 
tion ;  who  often  stood  between  me, 
and  error,  when  prudence  slumbered; 
and  to  whose  heart  I  would  not  have 
given  one  premeditated  pang,  for  the 
best  joy  of  the  most  blissful  hour  of 
my  existence.  It  is  to  you  then  I 
would  offer  some  extenuation  of  a 
conduct  which,  if  it  cannot  be  justi- 
fied, may  admit  of  palliation.  I  would 
soften  the  asperity  of  your  regret,  by 
convincing  you  that  my  love  for  vir- 
tue survived  my  adherence  to  its  prin- 
ciples ;  that  when  I  cherished  an  ill- 
fated  passion,  I  veiled  its  deformity  in 
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the  attractive  refinement  of  sentiment  j 
and  that,  hovering  even  on  the  very 
brink,  of  destruction,  I  still  clung  to 
the  bosom  of  an  imaginary  perfection. 

The  child  of  love  and  of  misfortune, 
my  character  received  its  most  pro- 
minent features  from  the  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances of  my  birth.  Reared  in 
solitude  and  fostered  in  the  arms  of 
fond  indulgence,  my  affections  were 
limited,  but  they  increased  by  that 
limitation,  as  light  strengthens  in 
refulgence  by  the  contraction  of  its 
beams;  my  soul,  alive  to  every  species 
of  tender  or  animated  emotion,  was 
impracticable  to  the  frigid  dictates  of 
prudence.  With  all  the  sensibility, 
which  is  the  general  characteristic  of 
my  sex,  and  which  individually  was 
supremely  mine,  with  an  imagination, 
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to  magnify,  and  a  fancy  to  colour 
those  outlines  which  were  but  faintly 
sketched  by  the  finger  of  reality,  I 
looked  on  the  world  rather  as  I  wished 
it,  than  as  it  was;  and  my  sentiments, 
like  my  sorrows  and  my  joys,  rose  be- 
yond the  scale  of  moderate  feeling  and 
moderate  conception. 

The  most  rapturous,  the  most  irre- 
claimable of  enthusiasts,  I  was  doomed 
to  experience  the  opposite  extremes 
of  bliss  or  misery  in  all  their  excesses 
of  poignancy  ;  and,  warmly  partici- 
pating in  every  species  of  human  hap- 
piness, or  human  affliction,  I  was 
equally  and  fatally  alive  to  the  thrill 
of  pleasure  or  the  pang  of  woe.  Such 
Was  the  native  tone  of  my  character ; 
it  was  modified,  not  changed,  by  edu- 
cation. You  early  dropped  the  see€U 
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of  taste  and  refinement  into  my  mind, 
nor  found  the  soil  unpropitious  to  their 
growth.  Refined  sensations,  elegant 
desires,  acute  perceptions,  sprung  from 
their  cultivation  ;  and,  like  a  delicate 
exotic  in  a  foreign  clime,  whose  bloom 
is  tarnished  by  every  beam  too  ardent, 
by  every  gale  too  chill,  I  timidly  struck, 
back  upon  myself  from  the  freezing 
blight  of  unmerited  neglect,  from  the 
sarcastic  notice  of  ignorance  and  envy. 
You  sought  to  render  me  perfect  in 
a  sense  in  which  perfection  was  mis- 
fortune ;  and  those  talents  and  that 
information  which  rendered  me  the 
idol  of  my  own  family,  left  me,  be- 
yond its  endearing  circle,  an  object  of 
curiosity  rather  than  of  affection  ;  and, 
like  a  being  of  another  sphere,  new 
lighted  on  a  distant  orb,  I  understood 
not  the  world,  nor  ihe  world  me. 
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Early  misfortune  marked  the  pro- 
gress of  my  growing  years;  and,  when 
the  death  of  my  mother,  and  my  se- 
questration from  Bny  home,  threw  me, 
a  youthful  actor,  on  the  scene  of  life, 
desolate  and  unconnected,  I  felt  my- 
self alone  in  the  universe.  Then  I 
felt  the  misery  of  possessing  feelings 
too  delicately  susceptible  of  every 
slight,  of  a  heart,  whose  sensibility 
had  been,  but  too  carefully,  nurtured 
to  maturity,  which  sensitively  shrunk 
from  the  rude  intercourse  of  common- 
place life,  the  haughty  condescension 
of  insolent  rank,  the  rough  reproof 
of  vulgar  opulence. 

'Oh  !  surely,  surely,  in  life's  cata- 
logue of  moral  evils,  there  is  no  suf- 
fering so  insupportable  as  the  pang 
which  illiberal  and  oppressive  igno* 
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ranee  inflicts  on   the  mind  of  genius 
and  sensibility. 

From  a  situation  which  alone  may 
be  deemed  the  slavery  of  the  mind,  I 
was  called  to  be  the  acknowledged 
heiress  of  the  house  of  Desmond.  My 
new-found  parent  gave  a  new  feeling 
to  my  heart;  and  a  quiet  acquiescence 
to  an  uninterrupted  contentment,  ex- 
empted me  equally  from  the  extremes 
of  pleasure  or  of  pain,  when  a  cir- 
cumstance occurred  which  gave  a  new 
colour  to  my  life,  and  made  me  the 
inheritress  of  my  mother's  thwarted 
destiny. 

I  was  so  fortunate,  shall  I  not 
rather  say  so  unfortunate  ?  as  to  at- 
tract the  attention  of  Colonel  L , 

and   his  evident   predilection  in  my 
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favour  revived  the  wishes  of  both  our 
families  that  the  houses  of  Desmond 

and  L should  be  united.     I  was 

at  a  time  of  life  when  the  heart  ex- 
pands to  the  reception  of  every  affec- 
tion, when  the  soul  is  alive  to  the 
most  tender  impressions,  and  the 
restless  feelings  anxiously  seek  an  ob- 
ject to  engross  their  glowing  sensibi- 
lities. Colonel  L was,  in  every 

respect,  the  most  superior  man  I  had 
ever  known,  and  he  soon  awakened  a 
tenderness  in  a  heart,  I  believed,  inac- 
cessible to  a  second  love.  The  length 
of  time  which  was  to  elapse,  previous 
to  our  marriage,  was  a  state  of  pro- 
bation adequate  to  prove  the  stability 
of  first  love  ;  and  the  certainty  which 
attended  that  love  was  far  from  being 
favourable  to  a  passion  which,  ca- 
pricious and  inconsistent,  is  cherished 
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by  doubt,  strengthened  by  obstacles, 
and  supported  by  apprehension.  The 
absence  of  the  Colonel  was  of  some 
duration  ;  but  his  affections,  like  his 
character,  determined,  equable,  and 
consistent,  were  alike  incapable  of 
variation,  or  increase  ; — but  with  me, 
alas !  the  first  delightful  effusions  of 
a  first  passion  gradually  vanished  ;  I 
sighed  for  ttiat  reciprocity  of  senti- 
ment, that  congeniality  of  taste,  that 
similitude  of  manner,  which  can  alone 

give  permanency  to  love. 

' 

The  Colonel  was  sensible  and  ami- 
able, and  still  held  the  first  place  in 
tny  heart ;  but  he  was  far  from  reach- 
ing that  standard  of  perfection  which 
I  had  romantically  erected  within  my 
own  breast.  He  was  not  a  St.  Preux ! 
he  was  not  a  Werter!  he  was  not  such 
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a  man  as,  in  an  evil  moment,  when 
my  guardian  angel  slumbered  o'er  his 
charge,  became  known  to  me,  and,  was 
worthy  of  being  known  to  you.  There 
might  I  rest  my  eulogium  !  From 
the  first  moment  of  our  acquaintance, 
the  soothing  flattery  of  self-love  taught 
me  to  assimilate  the  character  of  St. 
Clair  with  all  I  most  valued  in  my 
own  ;  and  I  fondly  believed  that  a 
secret  sympathy  had  drawn  our  souls 
together  by  those  indissoluble  ties 
which  resist  the  power  of  time,  and 
the  obstacles  of  fortune. 

Interesting,  without  the  affectation 
•  of  sentiment,  instructive,  without  the 
ostentatious  display  ©f  superior  ac- 
quirement, my  new  and  dangerous 
friend  stole  on  the  heart,  while  he 
seemed  only  to  aim  at  the  mind  ;  and 
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while  he  taught  me  to  love  virtue, 
the  passion  insensibly  deviated  from 
the  principle,  to  the  object  who  in- 
culcated it.  It  was  thus  the  poison  of 
an  ill-fated  love  insinuated  itself  into 
my  breast,  and  reason  could  urge  no 
argument  against  that  sentiment  which 
seemingly  engaged  me  through  the 
medium  of  virtue.  Although  the 
feelings,  to  which  I  had  been  newly 
awakened,  contrasted  with  those  ex- 
cited by  my  destined  husband,  were 
sufficient  to  overthrow  my  belief  in 
the  infallibility  of  first  love  ;  I  still 
considered  myself  the  betrothed  wife 

of  Colonel  L ,  bound  to  fulfil  a 

contract,  to  which  my  heart  had  once 
so  freely  subscribed,  and  which  was 
to  disseminate  peace  and  happiness  to 
those  I  most  loved  ;  for  many  a  fond 
tie  was  interwoven  in  the  complicated 
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tissue  of  my  destiny!  Still  I  dared  not 
consider  one  man  as  a  lover  while  the 
affianced  bride  of  another:  it  was  then 
the  sophistry  of  the  heart  exerted  its 
powers  of  delusion  ;  it  was  then  love 
assumed  the  name  of  sympathy  and 
sentiment,  and  an  intimacy  the  most 
impassioned  was  affectedly  termed  a 
platonic  connexion. 

An  intercourse  with  such  a  mind  as 
St.  Glair's  soon  became  necessary  to 
the  happiness  of  my  being :  I  thought 
it  invigorated  the  mind  while  it 
soothed  the  heart ;  and  I  readily 
believed  a  tender  and  delightful  senti- 
ment could  subsist  between  the  two 
sexes,  which,  less  than  love  and  more 
than  friendship,  should  vibrate  be- 
tween the  best  emotions  of  both  ; 
partaking  of  their  best  principles,  and 
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participating  in  their  most  precious 
delights.  I  considered  such  a  senti- 
ment as  the  finest  movement  of  the 
soul,  and  alone  capable  of  existing 
between  spirits  the  most  refined  and 
elevated.  I  did  not  conceive  that  a 
connexion  so  pure  was  inimical  to  my 
character  as  a  wife,  nor  that  the 
most  tenacious  husband  could  object 
to  a  friendship,  which  was  the  best 
proof  of  the  purity  of  those  hearts 
which  cherished  it. 

In  short,  there  was,  for  me,  but 
one  road  to  happiness,  and,  while  I 
wandered  in  delightful  delirium  along 
its  flowery  labyrinth,  I  closed  my 
eyes  to  the  dreadful  precipice  which 
terminated  its  prospect.  Thus,  self- 
deceived,  I  gave  myself  up  to  the 
most  enchanting  dreams ;  and  the 
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golden  hours  which  marked  the  short 
period  of  my  dangerous  bliss  still 
dwell  on  my  memory  like  a  vision 
which  gave  me  a  glimpse  of  a  more 
beatific  life  than  this  world  could 
afford :  the  mind  entered  into  the 
wanderings  of  the  heart,  the  delicacy 
of  sentiment  moderated  the  ardours 
of  passion  ;  and,  if  Love  ever  showed 
his  glowing  form,  it  was  reposing  on 
the  bosom  of  the  Graces. 

I  do  not  think  my  unfortunate 
iriend  was  actuated  by  principles  less 
pure  than  those  by  which  I  fondly 
deceived  myself;  and  we  both  evinced 
the  truth  of  Lord  Bacon's  assertion, 
that  "  the  affections  ever  carry  an 
appetite  to  good,  as  reason  doth;  the 
difference  is,  affection  beholdeth 
merely  the  present ;  reason  beholdeth 
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the  future  and  sum  of  time."  We 
indeed  lived  for  the  present,  but  it 
was  "  the  life  of  life." 

Without  the  society  of  one  con- 
genial being  who  could  cherish  his 
inherent  genius  or  draw  forth  his 
shining  qualities,  St.  Clair  eagerly 
clung  to  the  heart  which  alone  pal- 
pitated in  unison  with  his  own  ;  and, 
while  he  believed  virtue  guided  him  in 
the  choice,  he  could  not  apprehend 
that  its  tendency  was  vice :  but  the 
same  fire  which  warmed  his  genius  in- 
flamed his  passions;  and  the  same 
sensibility  of  feeling  which  sublimed 
his  heart,  awakened  it  to  the  most 
dangerous  of  emotions. — His  mind, 
organized  for  the  more  acute  and 
powerful  operations  of  the  passions, 
was  impracticable  to  an  effort  of  con- 
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cealment  or  dissimulation  ;  and  the 
impassioned  sentiments  of  fervid  and 
impetuous  affections  too  soon  burst 
beyond  the  boundaries  of  honour  and 
prudence,  and,  while  they  betrayed 
their  own  existence,  awakened  a  simi- 
lar return  in  a  bosom  but  too  much 
alive  to  their  resistless  power. 

Alas  !  the  effort  of  self-deception  I 
had  imposed  on  myself  insensibly 
ceased  to  operate  ;  the  sweet  approv- 
ings  of  conscious  rectitude  no  longer 
cheered  my  mind  ;  the  gay  simplicity 
of  untarnished  innocence  no  longer 
animated  my  spirits ;  and  even  the 
fatal  delusions  which  had  usurped  their 
place  gradually  faded  away,  and  left 
me  the  victim  of  ungovernable  pas- 
sion, more  wretched  from  the  strug- 
gles of  retreating  virtue,  still  com- 
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bating  the  encroachments  of  vice,  till 
its  last  vital  spark  was  extinguished  in 
the  unequal  contest :  and  oh  !  surely 
the  last  struggle  between  virtue  and 
error  is  the  most  exquisite  refinement 
on  misery,  the  human  mind  is  sus- 
ceptible of! 

Sometimes  determined  to  make  all 
known    to    him    who   was    on    the 
point    of    being    united   to    me    for 
ever ;    sometimes   on   the    point     of 
flying  to  you,    and,    while  I  poured 
rny  sorrows  and  my  errors  into  your 
bosom,  to  steal  from  it  in  return,  its 
tranquillity  and  its  peace  ;  and  some- 
times, O  God  !  on   the  point  of  sa- 
crificing all  to  that  fatal  passion  which 
rose  in  proportion  to  those  efforts,  my 
reason  faintly  made  towards  its  extinc- 
tion ;  my  life  became  insupportable, 
and   the  native  honesty  of  my  cha- 
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racter  subtilizing  to  the  low  finesses      / 
of  dissimulation,    forced  a   smile    of 
content  on    iny   countenance,  which 
no  longer  dwelt  in  my  heart. 

I,  at  last,  made  an  effort  to  terminate 
a  little  epistolary  correspondence, 
which,  though  not  always  material  in 
its  import,  still  insensibly  added  a 
ligament  to  the  bonds  I  was  twining 
rouncl  my  soul.  I  wept  over  the  suc- 
cess of  my  efforts,  and  deplored  the 
obedience  I  had  extorted.  I  wished 
to  avoid  the  object  of  my  tenderness, 
and  hoped  to  be  avoided  in  return. 
My  heart  triumphed  in  the  disap- 
pointment of  my  wishes  and  the 
frustration  of  my  hopes.  Sometimes, 
<•  carcass  even  to  volatility,  and  crld 
even  to  indifference,  I  fancied  my 
conduct  was  actuated  by  prudence ; 
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till  love  taught  me  to  feel  I  was  only 
influenced  by  the  variety  of  its  un- 
ceasing operations,  insensibly  deviating 
into  coquetry,  to  maintain  that  power 
whose  extinction  was  feared  by  the 
restless  anxiety  of  passion,  whose  in- 
fluence should  have  been  destroyed 
by  the  exertion  of  reason  and  virtue. 

Such  was  the  situation  of  my  mind 
lvhen  the  day  of  my  intended  marriage 

with    Colonel  JL was   fixed.      I 

could  not  disappoint  the  noble  con- 
fidence he  had  placed  in  the  fidelity  of 
my  affections  ;  I  could  not  deprive 
myself  of  his  esteem,  which  I  yet 
valued  beyond  that  of  any  other  hu-- 
rnan  being  ;  I  could  not  destroy  the 
fond  hopes  which  had  so  long  ani- 
mated the  heart  of  my  grandfather,  or 
cloud,  with  sorrow  and  disappoint- 
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ment,  the  lingering  beam  which 
shone  upon  the  evening  of  his  life. 
In  short,  while  my  wishes  and  my 
thoughts  were  equally  criminal,  my- 
conduct  still  wore  the  character  of 
propriety  and  virtue,  until,  in  an  evil 
hour,  seduced  by  opportunity,  im- 
pelled by  passion,  two  days  before 
that  appointed  for  my  marriage,  I  de- 
posited the  secret  of  my  heart  in  the 
bosom  of  him  who  had  excited  it, 
and,  at  the  same  moment,  learnt, 
what  I  had  all  along  been  but  too 
conscious  of,  what  I  dreaded  to  reflect 
on,  and  died  to  ascertain-^that  I  was 
beloved  !  beloved  by  one,  whose  re- 
finement of  sentiment,  whose  ardour 
of  passion,  and  stability  of  mind, 
rendered  him  the  most  delicate,  the 
most  enthusiastic,  the  most  unalter- 
able of  lovers. 
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Sweet  and  dangerous  was  the  con- 
viction ;  and,  while  it  seized  on  every 
avenue  to  my  heart,  prudence,  pro- 
priety, and  peace  fled  it  for  ever  !  In 
short,on  the  day  previous  to  that  which 
was  to  make  me  the  wife  of  one  man, 
I  consented  to  a  private  interview 
with  another — what  followed  yon  are 
btit  too  well  acquainted  with.  I  have, 
indeed,  escaped  some  part  of  the 
criminality  which  I  doubt  not  the 
world,  prone  to  invidious  supposition, 
has  attached  to  my  conduct ;  a  con- 
duct but  too  culpable,  independently 
of  malicious  representation.  But  the 
woman  who  violates  the  natural  de- 
corums of  her  sex,  which  are  her 
virtue's  best  safeguard  ;  who  suffers 
her  moral  sense  to  be  vanquished  by 
the  sophistry  of  reasoning  vice;  and 
who  nourishes  a  criminal  passion, 
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under  the  guise  of  a  refined  senti- 
ment, has  little  to  boast  of  personal 
preservation. 

In  unfolding  to  you,  my  revered, 
parent,  the  progress  of  my  love,  and 
my  consequent  misfortunes,  I  have 
insensibly  displayed  by  what  imper- 
ceptible gradations  virtue  sinks  into 
vice ;  that,  to  be  guilty,  it  is  not  re- 
quisite to  be  inherently  bad;  and  that 
error  of  conduct  has  no  inseparable 
connexion  with  depravity  of  character. 
Oh  you !  author  of  my  existence,  and, 
still  more,  father  of  my  mind,  which 
was  formed  under  the  culture  of  your 
fostering  care:  you  who  illustrated 
virtue  by  your  example,  and  con- 
firmed its  empire  in  my  heart  by  your 
precepts — you  best  know  how  dearly 
F  loved  virtue  for  virtue's  sake  ;  and 
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yet  the  weak,  the  ignorant,  the  vicious 
mind,  by  the  indulgence  of  its  most 
pernicious  propensities,  could  not 
have  produced  effects  more  prejudicial 
to  the  peace  and  well-being  of  society, 
than  I  have  done  by  resigning  myself 
to  the  first  impulse  of  my  passions, 
and  by  perverting  the  faculties  of  my 
reason,  to  sanction  the  errors  of  my 
inclination. 


THE    END. 
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